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THE SONGS 


LA COLONNA. 


By M. A. T. 


My minstrel harp! thoa art from Heaven, 

Aud God eill bless—thou wert not gives 
Alone for me : 

Thoagh goae forth in the world so wide, 

"Neath Mercy's wings we'll still abide, 
And safe will be. 
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PREFACE. 


Tue following Poems were written some years since. The 
circumstances of my life since writing them, though ix 
much very different from those antecedent to that period, 
have yet been in much of a nature to confirm me in the 
principles and sentiments contained in this book, so that it 
bears the impress of my present, no less than of my past 
mind. It is desirable that what one thinks of publishing 
should be some years old before it is published. One can 
then have the satisfaction I shall now (blessed be God) feel 
respecting ‘“‘Tar Sones or La CoLtonna”—that it is all 
as it were, more ratified, sealed, and made good by eubse- 
quent experience. My chief desire is, that the goodness of 
God towards a weak and sinful creature should be magnified, 


iv. PREFACE, 


and that this book should be a memorial of both past and 
present mercies. I desire my readers to bear in mind that 
if my Cotumn be white, it is because like the robes of the 
blessed it has been washed in the blood of the Lamb; and 
if it stand firm it is in the strength of the Lord. 


1835. 
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INTRODUCTORY VERSES. 


What is Poetry, but the reflection of all pure and sweet, - 
all high and holy thoughts? 


BLackWoOOp’s Mage. for Feb. 1830. 


O Sone ! thou shouldst the utterance be 
Of thoughts the highest, sweetest, best ; 
Mayst thou prove so, my minstrelsy, 


And then, ah! then, I shall feel blest. 


I would not wish to seek great thing 


Either my lyre, for thee or me, 
B 
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Only mayst thou touch holy springs, 
And waken gentle sympathy. 


Oh! mayst thou be to each, to all, 
Who chance thy melodies to hear, 
What may each better thought recall, 
And every feeling pure and dear. 


There’s none to whom I could not pray 
But that thou mayst some blessing prove, 
Shine, then, with mild and star-like ray, 


And like Spring breezes softly move. 


Drop like the dew that comes from heaven 
Ye tuneful thoughts, ye musings mine, 
To every dream and fancy given 


A soothing influence benign. 
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To heal—to speak of peace—ah ! this 
For ye, niy lays, I would desire, 
And may each flash of livelier bliss 


Still thrill with blameless, harmless fire. 


LA COLONNA. 


CANTO I. 


A Vorcg does call thee far away, 
That hath many things to thee to say, 
That well may prompt the tuneful lay ; 


The lay that glows, touches, or thrills, 
Each as song's inspiration wills, 


Ax thought, or dream, or feeling fills. 
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O come, then! and from all retire, 
Muse ! then shall burn the sacred fire ; 


The vision comes—awakes the lyre ! 


Go, till thou shalt a lone spot find, 
With every charm on earth combin'd, 


Meet for poetic heart and mind. 


A Cotumn raise—beside it sing, 
Soar on imagination’s wing, 


And touch each sweet and varied string. 


And “ La Colonna,” name the ground 
That thy white column shall surround, 
Where song shall give each changeful sound. 
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Merxovent I wander’d forth alone, 
In mood to musing spirits known, 
When sorrow does with soothing blend, 
- And balm-drops on our grief descend ; 
Giving a gentle pensiveness, 

The mind to teach, the heart to bless. 
Oh! why should we complain of woe, 
So needful while we are below : 

Is there not much that does require 
The furnace, the refiner’s fire, 

Before (the dross all cleansed away), 
Shines unalloy'd the gold’s pure ray ? 
Is there not much demands our God 
Should smite us with a chastening rod ? 
A father’s hand strikes but for good, 


Sorrows with blessings are endued, 
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That sin and folly, driven far, 
No more his mercy’s course should bar ; 
And, oh ! ‘mid all our griefs, His love 


Sends us sweet comforts from above ! 


Methinks these moods are like the close 

A Spring’s mild placid evening knows, 

Of varying day, and fitful showers, 

When incense breathes from rain-dropt flowers ; 
And heaven, as if appeas'd, looks down, 
And the sun’s parting smile doth crown 
The assurance sweet that all is peace, 

That heaven's rains fall for earth’s increase ; 
And birds sing sweetly their good night, 
"Mid moist young leaves, to eve’s red light ; 
And all seems like true love’s farewell, 


Breathed kindly over hill and dell ; 
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And hope from all may soothing borrow, 

And promise of a glad, bright morrow. 
Methought I came unto a spot 

Fair, quiet, lone, frequented not ; 

And I sat down, and thought me there 

Of all the mercies rich and rare, 

My God had ever shown to me, 

Of heavenly love's fidelity ; 

Which does not leave, does not forsake, 

But still fresh cause for praise awake. 
It was an usage sweet of old, 

By which a sense to all was told 

Of marvels of God's love and power, 

Deliverance in troublous hour ; 

Or any mark of favour given, 


By the immediate hand of heaven, 
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By heaps of stones, or pillars raised ;— 
Thus they their great Protector praised, 
Themselves reminded, others taught 

| By memory, which such column brought ; 
And aptly naming thence the place, 
Which should some deed done there retrace ; 
Memory of some blest hour, night, day, 
Oh ! never to be swept away! 

For memory’s are hallowing powers, 

And all her blossoms sacred flowers, 

With bright immortal bloom imprest, 
And cherished by the faithful breast, 
With fragrant scents, with glowing dyes, 
That fear not change of changeful skies, 
While each all outward storm defies. 
Then thought I, I should joy to raise 


In this sweet spot, unto God's praise, 
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A Couumn beautiful to sight, 

Of marble of the purest white ; 

And round it set, to grace the scene, 
Each dark and favourite evergreen ; 
Contrasting with its snowy hue, 

And flowers the loveliest to view 
Sweetest of scent, and types of aught 
Dear to the heart, bright to the thought, 
And every shrub most fair of bloom, 
And shedding round most rich perfume. 
And farther off, to fence the ground,— 
Yet leaving view of all around,— 

All goodly and majestic trees ; 

And while ’mid these came the soft breeze, 
Among their branches whispering, 


Should silver fount be murmuring, 
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Responding to the sighing gale, 
And here meek doves should sweetly wail ; 
And birds of song, with warblings clear, 
Delight thought’s tuneful listening ear. 
O dreams! O fancies! you can still 
Each cherish’d wish, bright thought fulfil ! 
How soon by you are we possesst 
Of all we deem shall make us blest ; 
Oh ! in imagination’s flight 
-What joy is ours! what sweet delight ! 
Needs but one touch of her dear hand, 
To give us all of sea-and land. 

Methought I raised the column there, 
Planted the trees, shrubs, flow’rets fair ; 
Not slowly raised, or growing slow, 


As columus rise, plants spring below, 
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But deed all answering my thought, 
Success my deed—all fully brought 
To quick perfection , and my mind 
Joying its wish falfil’d to find. 

The myrtle and the cherish’d rose 
Entwin'd together, there compose 
An arching bower, that stood beside 
The column I delighted eyed, 
Thickly enwoven to exclude 

Too ardent rays, breezes too rude ; 
While their sweet, blooming, verduous shade 
Spread over head, so fair array'd ; 
Beneath, a seat of grassy turf 
Looked white as ocean’s silver surf, 
With lovely lilies of the vale, 
While mingled odours fill'd the gale. 
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Then thought I, while that I sat there, 
Delighted with each object fair, 

On me the power of vision fell, 

That does with the rapt minstrel dwell. 
Methought that both in earth and sky, 
The scene unto my gazing eye 

Was ever changing, ever new, 

With something different to the view ; 
All but that column,-and that bower, 
That garden,—these defied the power 
Of every change, like the true heart, 
To which no change can change impart. 
O Fancy! thou afar mayst roam, 

But the heart ever dwells at home ; 
Thou mayst be changeful as thou wilt, 


By hues of varying brilliance gilt, 
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Yet shall they be but as the dyes, 


That lovely as the sun-set skies 


Paint the dove's neck,* when the heart still 
Is fixt all firm in good or ill 

On Him, the Almighty One above, | 
And all on earth it ought to love. 

Bot let me to my seat return, 

And changes I could there discern. 
Methought sometimes unto my view 

The heaven was clearest, brightest blue, 
Then fair with many a tinted cloud, 

Or dark with such as tempests shroud ; 
Sometimes the rain and storms would fall, 


Hiding earth’s glories, beauties all, 


* 





Various as the dyes 
On the dove’s neck. 


Youne’s Night Thoughts. 
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Then all again would pass away, 

The rainbow its bright arch display ; 
That peaceful sign, that gentle token, 
Of heavenly love, of faith unbroken ! 
And here I sat, in this sweet bower, 
Whole days, and through each passing hour ; 
Sometimes it was when the young Morn 
With diamond dews does all adorn, 
Sweet as an infant’s artless wile, 

And lovely as an angel's smile ; 

And sometimes, when the kingly sun 
Looked, from his noontide throne, upon 
All that he makes so bright below, 
Reflecting his refulgent glow : 
Sometimes it was at the meek Eve, 


When taking his last farewell leave, 
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The lordly Day sheds rosy hues 

On all, and Eve does peace infuse : 
Sometimes, ‘twas when the soothing beam 
Of moon-light trembled in the stream, 
And cast on earth a silver light 

That seemed to mock the shades of night : 
Sometimes, ‘twas at the twilight hour, 
When looking down from their watch-tower, 
A few, lone, quiet stars appear, 

Gemming the expanse of ether clear : 

And sometimes when, grand work of might, 
All the whole heavens with worlds of light, 
With brilliant orbs, innumerous shine, 
Work of magnificence divine ! 

Oft as I gazed, methought afar, 

I heard the song of each bright star, 
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And angel harp, and voice, and note, 
Sweetly upon the night-breeze float ; 
For this was Inspiration’s seat, | 

As here I sat in musings sweet, 

And all above, and all around, 

A peopled sky, a haunted ground ; | 
With beings of each former time, 

With beings of each distant clime, 
With beings of far worlds and fair, 
And spirits of earth, sea, and air. 
Sometimes the elder world I saw, 

Such as the minstrel mind may draw, 
Or the pure thought of childhood paint, 
When parting day-light’s growing faint, 
And by a tender parent's side, 


Who, a true friend, instructor, guide, 
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Has just been opening scripture’s page, 
And bade its charms the heart engage. 
Our first ideas in childhood rise, 
Like dawning light in morning’s skies, 
And when, in after years, the ray 
Shines with the light of perfect day, 
We still, with fondness, love to trace 
What first in time, event, and place, 
Could bid young fancy’s colours shine, 
Her fairy blossoms clustering twine. 
Song’s mind matur’d, will still revere 
All that could foster, nurse, and rear 
The glowing thought, the sense refin’d, 


Fair dreams, ideas first combin’d. 


"Mid summer’s wreaths, still, still are dear, 


The spring-flowers of our mental year ; 
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And each fair, vernal, budding spray, 
From memory ne’er is rent Away, 

And seems as sacred as the ground 

Where first all cherish’d flowers were found ; 
Where winds of March could coldly blow 
O’er daffodils fair golden glow, 

Where their harsh blasts could rudely sweep 
O’er nooks where odorous violets peep ; 
Where showers of April, suns of May, 
Gave to the field that fair array, 

Daisies and golden-cups display, 

And bid the lilac round dispense 

Her beauty and her fragrance, 

And long laburnum blossoms fair 

Wave gracefal in the garden air. 

Pictures first seen, and books first read, 
And lays first heard, for ever shed 
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Their bright and rosy tints that last 

In memory vivid, strong, and fast ; 

And nature’s charms, first given to view, 
Hold ever their primeval hue. 

Thus ever I look back on thee, 

Sweet spot of my nativity ; 

On thy blue stream, with spiral reeds, 
Winding its way through flowery meads ; 
Thy soft green vale, thy spreading trees, 
Scene of my earliest fantasies ! 

No marvel all so sacred seems, 

"Mid early life’s unclouded beams, 
Drinking its unpolluted streams ! 

Ere sorrow came harshly to lour 

Upon the swiftly-passing hour, 

To darken o'er each gladsome ray 


That shone upon our morning way ; 
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To sully, with her tears of woe, 

Joy's rivulets of silver flow ; 

Childhood and its succeeding days 

Look ever lovely to the gaze, 

Till they have reached that darksome bourne, 
Beyond which we begin to mourn, 

O’er something lost, departed, riven, 
Something which shows earth is not heaven ! 
And yet there are who can retain, 

Even in life's harsh school of pain, 

Much of that freshness and delight 

Which made their early years so bright ; 
And happiest, wisest, they I ween, 

Of bosoms pure, of minds serene ; 
Generous, elastic spirits they, 


Too noble to become the prey 
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Of all the ills and woes of life, 


Of all its wearing care and strife, 


And leaning upon God secure, 

They greatly all they must, endure ; 
They to God’s will themselves resign, 
In woe, but when his love divine, 

With cheering beams, returns at last, 
And the rough day be overpast, 

Again as flowers from storms revive, 
Their joys in hours of sunshine thrive. 
But let me to my seat return, 

And visions I may there discern. 

I see the tents, I see the wells, 
Where Heaven-beloved patriarch dwells, 
The flocks, the herds, the fruitful field, 
When the Lord's blessing is revealed. 
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Then olive, vine, and fig, and palm, 
Milk, honey, spice, rich dropping balm, 
Proclaiming Israel's prosperous day, 

I see ; and bright with glory’s ray, 
There does the holy city shine, 
Invincible in strength divine, 

Daughter of Zion! like a queen, 

She ’mid her guardian hills is seen, 


Among her heaven-defended towers, 


Laughing to scorn earth’s hostile powers. 


Thy cedars, Lebanon, I view, 

And stretching up to heaven's blue, 
The lofty Carmel—or I gaze, 

Where Horeb his high mount displays, 
And then where Hermon’s gentle dews 


A blessing from the Lord diffuse ; 
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And Sharon, blooming with her rose, 
Olivet, that all thoughts enclose 
Of wisdom’s doctrines from above, 
Of peace, and of Christ's dying love ; 
And Tabor's visionary heiglit, 

Meet for transforming glory bright : 
The stately Jordan I behold, 

As erst through Palestine he rolled ; 
And sweet Siloé’s silver stream, 

Meet for a sacred minstrel’s dream ; 
Bethesda’s angel-troubled wave, 
With healing angel visits gave ; 

And Cedron’s brook, Gennesaret’s shore, 
All scenes hallow’d for evermore, 

By prophets’, saints’, apostles’ feet, 


And holier footsteps,—scenes so sweet 
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For fancy’s visions to renew, 
By meditation to review. 

And sometimes I see other lands— 
Song-haunted spots—renowned strands— 
Greece, by her azure ocean bathed, 

With isles like zone of jewels swathed, 
Her gem-encircling Cyclades, 

Her mountains, where poetic breeze 
Blows over—or else waves his wing, 
Where thoasand fragrant blossoms spring ; 
Where the bee seeks her honey’d store, 
Where rivers song loves ever more, 
Beneath their own blue heavens glide, 
With cities, famed of old, beside, 

And Italy, resplendent clime, 


Where ancient days and modern time, 
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Nature—arts, in perfection rare, 
Conspire to throw a radiance fair, 
I view ;—and all lands, east or west, 
History records, fiction hath drest, 
All dear to bright and rapturous song, 
For memories that to them belong. 

I see the early Christian times, 
As erst they were in those fair climes, 
Greece—Egypt—Lesser Asia’s land, 
Once in the Son of Man’s right hand* 
Churches like stars, now bright no more, 
And having lost their praise of yore ; 
Times, when the power of Christian faith 
Was proved even unto death, 
And martyrs drank so deep Christ's love, 
‘Whey rose all croel pangs above, 


» See Horsley’s Sermons, vol. i. sermon xiii. 


LA COLONNA. 


And rapt in trance extatic died, 
Of heaven's gates thrown open wide, 
And saints round Jesus glorified ! 
In distant deserts, waste and lone, 
In woods, with moss all over grown, 
"Mid ivy and wild twining flowers, 
Remote from town and lofty towers ; 
I see the sylvan hermitage, 
Where, venerable in holy age, 
Dwells pious saint, to pray and muse 
On heaven, whose vision oft he views. 
Dreams of beatitude divine 
Then wakes, ere beams of morning shine, 
. When the rough storms and blasts of heaven 
Some way-worn traveller have driven, 
To seek where he may far discern 


His lonely taper cheering burn, 
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Some pilgrim to the holy land, 

No pious hospital at hand, 

Perchance some palmer homeward bound, 
From visiting the hallow’d ground. 

Lo! like some gorgeous mask, unfold, 
The steel-clad, stately forms of old— 
Knights, barons, and crusaders bold ; 
Paynims, and Christian chivalry, 

Their banners waving gloriously, 

Tho feudal castle and domain, 

The fortress strong, the battled plain, 
And warders on their lofty towers, 

And ladies in their tapestried bowers, 
And minstrels, with the harp and song, 
The noble banqueters among ; 

These, like fair solemn pageant pass, 


Like figures in magician’s glass, 
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The splendour of a former day, 

Whose glory now hath past away. 

Days of enchantment and romance ! 
Gone by in all save minstrel’s trance ; 
Arthur's bright fabled reign of yore, 
Leogria’s fair and valourous shore, 
Armorica for aye renown’d, 

When knights on high adventure bound 
Trod perilous and magic ground— 

Days when Saint George, with white robed host,* 
Gave England aid, and quelled the boast 
Of the proud infidel, and thence 
Invoked as England’s sure defence, 
When from the hills he came to save, 


And bade his red-cross standard wave 


* See Wheatley on the Common Prayer.—Of the Calendar 
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O'er Antioch, humbling heathen pride, 
As the bright champion, glorified, 
Fought by true earthly valour's side, 
Coming from heaven to Christian might 
With arm'd sword-wielding powers of light— 
Sweet ‘mid your times once more to be, 
Your marvels strange by land and sea! 
Sweet ancient Britain’s shores to roam, 
Encircled by the white sea foam, 

To view Saint Michael's lofty seat,* 
The billows beating at his feet, 

While to the heavenly guardian’s view, 
Rolled on the expanse of waters blue, 
Until, washed by the sunny main, 


Rise fair romantic scenes of Spain. 


el’s Mount. See Lycidas with Warton’s note. 
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Oh! sweet as Fancy waves her wand, . 
To view each lovely fairy-land, 

All forms that shine on minstrel’s dreams, 
All genii of the woods and streams, 

Or listen to the sea-maid’s song, 
Enchanted isles and waves among ; 

_ Or see the Orient ever bright, 

Where Peris wing their airy flight. 

Where the blest vales of Araby 

Are fair beneath their eastern sky, 
Where odours. are upon the seas, 
Perfuming every passing breeze ; 

Or where her wandering tribes by night © 
Watch, on waste sands, the courses bright 
Of heaven's fair travellers of light ; 

Those stars that shine with guiding ray, 


To lead them o’er the dangerous way, 


3] 
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To guide the homeward merchant-man, 
With his replenished caravan, 

To bless the pilgrim of the wild, 

With their benignant lustre mild ; 

To shine upon the shepherd's tent, 
Prepared at morn, the fodder spent, 
To drive his flock to pasture green, 
With founts that, roll in silvery sheen ; 
Or where the sun gilds Bagdad’s towers, 
Scene of each splendid Caliph’s powers ; ’ 
Or where, in Persia's blooming bowers, 
Nightingales sing the live-long hours, 
And chaunt the praises of the rose, 
How fair her fragrant beauty glows ;— 
Where, fleet of foot, o’er hill and dell, 
Light bounds the beautiful Gazelle ; 
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Or where, from spicy Indian isle, 
Rich with the radiant sunshine’s smile, 
Birds flit around on gorgeous plume, 
And where the lotus spreads her bloom, 
Upon the bosom of the stream, 

And where against the sun’s hot beam, 
The banyan rears a sacred shade, 

And tall bamboos adorn the glade. 

Oh ! sweet it is when other times, ° 

Or distant and delicious climes, 
Delight mine eye—but o’er the rest, 
The holiest and beloved the best, 

Next to those scenes of Palestine, 

To which we owe our birth divine, 
Making her mother of ys all— 

Oh! next to her, sweet to reca]]— 


-D 
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I view, and gladly turn mine eye 

From foreign shore and distant sky, 

To thee, my dear, my native isle ! 

England ! on whom God’s love doth smile,— 


England! beloved so well, so dear, 


‘Her thought brings fond affection’s tear, 


Yet blended with a thrill of joy, - 

Of glory nothing can destroy, 

To think that I was born in thee, 
England ! beautiful, glorious, free! 
How fair amid the waters, thou 
Look’st down with thine imperial brow, 
Britannia ! circled by the waves, 
Which from invading stranger saves, 
And guarded by thy liquid wall, 


Remainest still admired by all, 
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Renown'd in arms, by land, by sea, 
Ruling in might triumphantly ! 

How beautiful each scene around, 
Upon thy fair and favoured ground! 
Flourishing arts, and nature fair, 
Rejoicing in thy free born air, 

Quiet abodes and happy homes, 
Meek cottages or splendid domes ; 
While all that’s simple, all that’s grand, 
By turns adorn thy lovely land. 
Thou, in thy holy liberty, 

To other lands giv'st sanctuary ; 

In trouble’s hour behold them flee, 
Secure of refuge, still to thee, 

Thy generous breast they ever seek, 


Friend of the sorrowing, helpless, weak ; 
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And true religion is thine own, | 
Secures thy laws, defends thy throne, 
And brings sweet influence from the skies, 
On all life's purest, dearest ties. 

Land where all mental gifts combine, 
Land of immortal bards divine ! 
Shine, gem of ocean! ever shine ; 
Reign, ocean queen ! for ever reign ; 
Friend, guardian of the world remain. 
Far from thee be intemperate pride, 
Ambition, every vice beside, 

Glory not in thyself, but oh ! 

In Him who did thy gifts bestow. 

And sometimes too, by ken more bright, 
Than ever Fancy lends the sight, 
By that which only Faith bestows, 
Eternity’s bright portal glows, 
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The everlasting hills are round, 

I look on to their utmost bound. ~— 
City of God! thy gates and spires 
My vision'd raptured eye admires ; 
And amaranth bowers of Paradise 
In fair perspective seem to rise. - 

While thus I sat, ‘all thought, all sight, 
Fell on me, in its thrilling might, 
My gift of song, my soft delight— 

That precious power to me oft given, 
By the rich bounteous love of heaven, 
By turns the harp of Palestine, 

To wake and tell of love divine,— 
The lyre of Classic scenes and days, 
The lute that Gothic times displays. 
Oh! who may say how first awakes, 


In one who song ‘s bright gift partakes, 
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Each sweet, or soft, or thrilling lay ? 
It is like lightning’s darting ray, 

The sudden flash, the electric fire, 
That does sweet minstrelsy inspire ; 
The spark, that falling on the train 
Of thought, no power may restrain, 
Kindling the heart, the mind, the soul, 
The etherial beam without controul, 
Fills all the minstrel’s glowing frame, 
And burns with clear and vivid flame. 
To the enraptured minstrel's eye | 
Fancy and song fill earth and sky ; 
All objects teem with poesy, 

All wake delicious extasy ; 


Or, clothed with pensiveness divine, 


Such pleasures soft, sweet, sad, combine,— 
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Such a mild influence diffuse, 

On those who love to dream and muse, 
As even can all joy transcend, 

And sadness more than bliss commend. 
O precious gift ! from thorny grief 

The blooming flower, the healing leaf, 
The golden fruit, ’t is thine to bring, 
For thee they all are clustering ; 

The growth of heaven amid earth's briars, 
Till Eden each waste wild attires. 

The minstrel breathes song's finer air, 
Sees her creation bright and fair, 
Hears her sweet music, and Jives song, 
Even this earth’s dull scenes among, 
Blest with another brighter life, 


Than of this weary world of strife, 
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From coil and care for worldly things 
Flying away on-buoyant wings - 

Of song and thought, till far below 
Appears this earth of pain and woe. - 
Oh ! beautiful as hues of even, 

Tinging the summer earth and heaven, 
Those rose-clouds over Thought’s clear stream, 
Lit by Imagination’s beam ; 

Yet dazzling not the gifted eye, 

But making all in earth and sky 

Worthy of song, its themes supply. 
Each shining star, each blooming flower, 
Each changeful season, changeful hour, 
Communes with the poetic heart, 

And can song’s magic charms impart. 
The sunny beam, the whispering breeze, 


The blast, the storm, the billowy seas, 
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Rocks, mountains, forests, sternly bold, 
Vales that soft pastoral charms unfold, 
Blue winding rivers, and fair meads, 
Each in their turn song’s musings feeds, 
Not only with their own tints fair, 

But with those richer and more rare, 
Imagination can bestow, 

On all above and all below. 

Nor only here does her bright ray 
Inspire sweet song, and prove her sway, 
With light more fair, more noble shine, 
The human form and face divine, 

The stately or the lovely bring 

To thought, whom gifted minstrels sing ; 
The sweet, or the commanding grace, 


The beautiful—the mind’s high trace, 
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Heroes or nymphs recall of old, 

Cast in a fair, immortal mould, 

Gods, demigods, and heavenly maids, 
That haunted dreamy Grecian shades ; 
Or kings, and knights, and dames whose mien 
And look agreed with Gothic scene ; 

All truth, all fiction can inspire, 
History's page, or poet's lyre, 

The great, the famed of other days 

The sung by sweet romantic lays ; 
Angels a Milton has portray’d, 

All blend their charms, all lend their aid, 
And in rich recollections rise, 

When some have met the minstrel's eyes, 
Who such bright visions realize. 

But here though Fancy may delight, 

It may too much delude the sight, 
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And Truth alone is really fair, 

With hues more bright than Fancy’s wear ; 
And, Oh! without God’s special grace, 
What are the charms of form and face? 

A dangerous gift, a specious ill, 

While hearts ask something dearer still ; 
For 't is not these that can endear, 

It is when mind and soul appear, 

It is true kindness and true love, 

The thought that hearts are join'd above, 
That souls that for each other pray, 

Have ties that nouglit can rend away, 
That memory in the faithful heart, , 
Hath written what may not depart, 

That spirits to each other dear, 


Shall ever love in heaven's pure sphere. 
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- The stateliest or the loveliest form 


Must turn to dust, must feed the worm, 


‘Then what, ah! what will it avail - 


To have been like those of minstrel’s tale, 
Or: those by Classic Sculpture given, 

As fabled deities of heaven, 

Or those by History famous Thade ? 

O glories that must shortly fade! | 

The world itself must pass away ; 
Quench’d be the kingly sun’s bright ray ; 
But souls on which renewed shine, 

The One True Gop's impress Divine, 
The Seconp Apam’s image pure, 
These, these for ever shall endure, 
That glory! full of truth and grace,* 


And meet for an immortal race, 


* John i, 19. 
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Meet for just spirits perfect made, 

When not one spot of sin shall shade, 

Oh! beautiful, Oh! happy they, | 

In whom are seen its dawning ray ! 
And every fair and precious art 

To Song some aid loves to impart ; 

When Music communes with the soul, 

Song often feels her sweet controul, 

Her fancies rise on soaring wing, 

Her feelings deep such tears can bring 

As 't is a bliss refined to shed, 

From sources pure yet mingled. 

When Painting, from the vivid glow 

That genius only can bestow, 

Gives forms and hues divinely wrought, 


The embodying of some glorious thought, 
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Some beautifal conception—then 

Song flashes back the light again 

In strong reflection, song partakes, 
And mutual inspiration wakes, 

And scenes, and years, and shapes of yore 
Return, and live, and shine once more. 
Nor does song ever more seclude 
Herself in rural solitude ; 

Where is the scene she will not range, 
Whatever be the outward change 

Of place or time ?—her study still 
The human heart, whate’er may thrill 
The soul she ever loves to see, 

And ever more feels sympathy ; 
Wherever met are human kind, 


She knows she may her meet food find ; 
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Often, indeed, in pastoral glades, 

In sylvan scenes, in rural shades, 

But oft in cities and in courts, 

Gay banquet rooms, and throng’d resorts, 
In lordly castles, splendid halls, 

Or mid the venerable walls 

Of cloister’d abbey holy fane, 

Or else, perchance, on battled plain, 
She mingles ’mid the clash and din 

Of arms—exults when victors win. 
When in some just and holy cause, 
The sword true-hearted valour draws, 
Since wars must be till that blest time, 
When Peace shall reign in every clime. 
Yet sweeter still, calm scenes retired, 


By minstrel bosoms most desired, 
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Where they may nurse those deathless flowers 
That spring up in meek musing hours, 

Where quiet solitude brings thought, 

And thought wakes song, and both are fraught 
With precious things, a healing store, 

From each blest land, each happy shore. 

Ob! mighty is song’s thrilling sway, 

When like a stream that bursts away, 
O'erpassing all that seeks to bound, 

Until it has its free course found ; 

Its sparkling torrent gushes forth, 

Reflecting heaven and gladdening earth ! 
Happy who by that silver fount 

Their sweet blest, hours forget to count, 

The morn’s, the noon’s, the evening’s beam, 
Still shining but to light some dream, 

And other worlds to bring to view, 


Of purer air and lovelier hue. 
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CANTO II. 


THERE are some moods wherein the mind, 
In all will its own semblance find ; — 
Something that communes with its thought, 
And seems with its own feeling fraught, 
Seems as it were expressly made 

Or for its sunshine, or its shade. 

Song's sweetest influence, and most blest 


Is that which charms the heart to rest, 
E 
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And lulls its cares and griefs asleep, 
Like halcyon to the swelling deep, 
Singing her own sweet peaceful lay, 
Till the husht ocean owns her sway, 
Spreading serene her wings of blue, 
Bright as the heavens and their own hue. 
Surely immediate from heaven, 

Is such a blessed gift when given ; 

And yields the hope, that if the lay 
Have charm’d the minstrel’s grief away, 
It may have balmy power no less, 

More hearts to soothe, to lull, to bless, 
For social links the bosom bind, 

Who may be sever'd from their kind ? 
Oh! who could wish it, nor desire 


Whate’er the gift, be it the lyre, 
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Rank, power, or wealth, and worldly store, 

Whate’er a bounteous God may pour 

From heaven, to bless and to delight, 

It may through his own love and might, 

Be to his glory and his praise, 

And shine with pure benignant rays, 

That many a one may serve and bless, 

Thus we our gratitude express, 

Thus shall be faithful stewards found 

Of talents given, and hear the sound, 

O thou good servant! thou hast well done, 

Share in thy master’s joy hast now ! 
Hallow’d is song, and harp, and lyre, 

When Truth doth every lay inspire ; 

Though tinged with Fancy’s coloured rays, 

With varied hues they meet the gaze, 
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Yet let the feelings of the heart, 
Thoughts of the mind, chief charm impart ; 
What we have truly felt, proved, known, 
Gives that first charm which Truth’s alone 
Hath thrilling power and touching tone: 
For different the lives of each, 

Thus alt may have some truths to teach, 
Something upon their minds imprest, 
Making them different from the rest, 

Yet from whatever may befall, 

Yielding such truths as may serve all ; 
For though in much a difference strike, 
In much al] hearts are formed alike, 

And what hath taught one heart may be 
Lesson to all from sympathy.* 


* See Edinburgh Review for December, 1828, on Burns. 
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Oh! nought can truly interest, 

But what first on one heart imprest, 

To other hearts is then addrest. 

The heart ! mysterious, clasped tome, 
That ground enclosed, that sacred home,* 
That fountain sealed, that wonder deep, 
Of which the keys the passions keep, 
Where earthly monarch hath no sway, 
Where sun nor star can cast one ray, 
Where none may search, and none may know, 
The secret pang, the joyous glow, 

And only to Him open lies, 

Who made all in earth, sea, or skies ; 
Yet may He give to’some an eye, 

Which deep read in its own, may spy 
Another's heart from sympathy ; 


* A Garden enclosed—a Fountain sealed. Cant. iv. 12. 
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Yet may He give the well taught mind 
Which from the fount of Truth may find, 
Much the heart’s mysteries to explain, 
Light that in Scripture doth remain, 
In every land, in every age, 

By which to read that mystic page, 

Far darker than the sybil’s scroll, 

The human heart, the human soul ! 
Yet may He give the gift of song, 

To which those many powers belong, 
To touch, to pierce, to heal, to smife, 
By her resistless magic might ; 

For she hath weapons form’d in heaven, 
Like those to angel warriors given, 
Like those of pure ethereal worth, © 


Which erst sent prophets armed forth. 
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No earthly rank affects the lyre, 
Noble or king may song inspire, 
Shepherd or peasant own its fire, 

To each the mantle hath been given, 
Each been among the sent of heaven. 
O thou! than wealth a richer dower, 
With might surpassing earthly power, 
Thou breath of heaven ! thou never sent 
But with wise, loving, high intent ! 
O lyre! may’st thou be never given 
Without the gniding grace of heaven, 
To teach the heart, and bid it feel — 
For what heaven doth such gift reveal, 
Sense of responsibility, 

Holy and true fidelity 

Unto the heavenly Giver, dwell 


Combined with song’s delicious spell. 
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Still in the heart that song hath blest, 
And ever fill the conscious breast. 

The min$trel, in a rapturous flight, 
Carried away to worlds of light, 
Transported to a lofty height, 

Forgets those lesser yokes that bind, 
Feels nought impede the soaring mind, 
Except those laws which should restrain, 
Which virtuous bosoms deem no chain. 

How sweet unto my mind returns, 
What memory with fond eye discerns, 
Among her sweet and precious store, 

Of days, and scenes, and things no more, 
Each time whenever first I read 

Some gifted page, whereon was shed 
That mingled light of mind and heart, 


Which genius only can impart, 
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That nameless mystic charm that springs 
When fancy waves her shining wings, 

Fresh from fair worlds revealed to sight, 

All undiscovered and all bright ! 

Thonghts new, original, unknown, 

Yet finding answer in our own ! 

Ob! sweet as some south spicy breeze, 
Blowing o’er balmy lands and seas, 

Such lays, such tales, such dreams as these ; 
Such joys I've known—the month, the hour, 
Returns to thought with pleasing power, 
The season, weather, and the place, 
Association will retrace, 

And each small circumstance recall, 

And all that might chance to befall, 

Which made some chosen book more dear, 


And as a messenger appear, 
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On soothing sent from some bright sphere. 
Whether ’t was on some fair lone ground, 
Some shade retir’d, some garden’s bound, 
Or with domestic circle round, 
Whether 't was ’neath the leafy sprays 
Of summer, or by fire-side blaze 
Of wintry hours—whate’er the time, 
Oh! it seems sweet as Eden’s prime, 
When first such page, unlockt, unseal'd 
Its treasures, precious balm to yield. 

In woman's hand the tuneful lyre 
Should thrill with half angelic fire, 
And shine with every ray refined, 
That shows the ethereal, heavenly mind, 
And Fancy’s fair and radiant dream 


Unsullied be as some pure stream, 
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Yet glow with feelings pure and dear, 
Heart-felt, and guileless, and sincere, 
With every tender charity, 

With nature's sweet simplicity, 

Yet hidden half by modesty, 
Chasten'd by virtue’s hallow'd flame, 
And owning her unrivalled claim : 

And true Religion should combine 
Her holy hope, her faith divine, 

Her love of God, her seraph arms, 
With feminine and gentle charms, 

Still mingling the sublime and meek, 
The Christian and the woman speak, - 
And lofty heroism blend, 

With tender ties that never end, 

All great, with all that’s soft and sweet, 


Together should in woman meet ; 
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Then may the lyre, her touch beneath, 

With all a gifted spirit breathe, 

Joined to all that a woman's heart 

Best still can feel, and best impart, 

Feelings that God decrees alone 

Should only be to woman known : 

Thou that dost this bright image see 

Of perfect female minstrelsy ; 

Pray to thy God, that thus may be 

The lays he giveth thee to pour, 

For, Oh! with him in boundless store, 

Is every good and perfect gift, 

To soothe this earth, to heaven to lift. 
More keen, yet soft, her joy or woe, 

More pleasure, or more grief bestow ; 

Her feelings, more intense and high, 


Give quicker and more deep reply, 
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To aught that wakes them thrillingly, 

Thus woman—and when song is her's, 

And God its gift of power confers, 

Who s0 can feel, paint, fondest ties, 

That make this earth a Paradise ? 

Who so can find, so prove, so sing, 

How heavenly Love, beneath His wing, 

Takes all the sorrowing, helpless, weak, 
That sheltering and shielding seek ? 

~ How those by care, fear, grief opprest, 

Safety, defence, refuge, and rest, 

Find on a heavenly Father's breast ? 

How the good Shepherd's guardian arm 

Protects His sheep from aught of harm ? 

How influences of heaven, calm 


With peace serene, how blessed balm 


Ail 
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Is shed on every bosom wound, 

And how the broken heart is bound, 
By tender mercies ever sure, 

By faithfulness that does endure, 

Love that not willingly does grieve,* 
Troth that will not forsake or leave ? 
Who so can paint the comfort given, 
In the all-healing hope of heaven ? 
What blessed meetings there shall be, 
When sorrow, sighing, death shall flee, 
Wheu changings, partings are no more, 
But all upon that happy shore, 
Together round the throne adore, 

The God who gave all that world's bliss, 
The Lamb who died for them in this ! 


* Lam. fii. 33. 
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All true love, cleansed, shal] then remain, 
Thy love binds more each dearest chain, 
O Lamb of God for sinners slain ! 
Thy blood does all pure ties cement, 
Adds links that never can be rent ; 
And where, Oh! where, is love like Thine, 
That for us died, Saviour divine ?. 

Love’s own most rich, unfathom’d mine! 
Brightest Archangel cannot see, 
This depth, this height, this mystery !' 

O Thou! that wast of woman born ! 

By thy sweet, lowly, natal morn ; 
| By the meek star that sages led ; 
The angels’ hymns that rapture shed 


On hearts of humble shepherd swains, 


Watching their flocks on Bethlehem’s plains ; 
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By joy and glory of that night, 

Illuming earth with heavenly light ; 

Oh! let Thy love and Thy true rest 
Each female heart have soothed and blest, 
To whom’is given the gift of song, 

That she to whom its spells belong 


May often love of Thee to sing, 


And lays as a thank-offering bring, 
Thou Prince of Peace! Thou glorious King ! 
Nearest Thy cross ’t was woman drew, 
With love devout, unshaken, true ; 
First didst Thou gladden woman's eyes, 
On the bright day that saw Thee rise ; 
Oh! eyer, ever, mayst Thou find, 
As when on earth, many a mind 
woman, joyful to embrace 


: blessed doctrines of thy grace ; 
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Many a female heart to love 

The Day-spring from bright worlds above, 
To feel those rays that so console, 

So guide, so purify the soal ! 

Meek Victim! Safferer divine ! 
There's no religion like to thine, 
Teaching its followers patience true, 

By sorrows that the Teacher knew ; 
Sorrows He bore too for their sake, 
When He did the same nature take. 

| Woman ! thou oft with much to bear, 
Lo! Christ’s example shall declare 
How pain, grief, anguish, can be borne, 
The Cross endur'd, and the thorns worn. 
Scorn, shame, and buffeting, He proved, 
Forsaken by the friends He loved ; 
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And now betray'’d, and now denied, 
Oh! ‘mid what crue! pangs He died ! 
Pangs of the flesh, the heart, the soul, 
The bitter cup, He drank he whole, 
Nor comfort from his Father found, 
That balm in every Christian’s wound, 
To Him refus'd—all wrath was pour'd 
To sinners due upon the Lord ; 
So only He atones for sin, 
So only Mercy can He win ; 
For those for whom he lived, He died, 
So only Justice satisfied ! 

O delicate and tender flower ! 
Bowing beneath the storm's rude power, 
And shrinking too from the strong blaze 


Of the sun's ardent, fervid rays ;. 
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Oft pining with the blight unseen, 

Oft with no earthly shade to skreen, 

Torn by harsh hand, and bruis’d, and crusht, 
Like flower that but to die hath blusht; 
O trembling dove ! that may be stricken, 
Sore wounded, and to death may sicken, 
Forlorn and weak ! where shouldst thou go, 
In thy extreme of joy or woe, 

Too weak alone either to brook, 

Say where for succour canst thou look ? 
Where for support ? for guidance where? 
For faithful friendship, love, and care? 

O woman! what shall thee defend ? 

Who be thy never-failing friend ? 

Look up to heaven !—look up and see 


Who made thee, cares for, died for thee ! 
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If earth were desert, rude, and wild 

To all, had not Religion smil’d, 

To woman, ’t were indeed far more, 

None needs so much the precious store 

Of healing leaves, of balmy dews, 

Their blessed influence to diffuse, 

None needs so much a shade to spread, 

To guard her unprotected head ; 

There ‘s nought so desolate to thought, 

So cheerless, as her lot untaught 

In blest Religion’s hallowing power, 
Woman's true fortress, rock, and tower, 
Where prayer and scripture round her bring, 
Heaven's armed hosts, heaven's mighty king ! 
With these she may exulting sing, 

‘¢ IT trust in God's supreme controul,* 


* Pgalm xi, 1. 
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Then wherefore say ye to my soul, 
That she like trembling bird shoald be, 
And to her distant hill should flee ? 
Yes, let the wicked bend their bow, 
And subtle archers aim their blow, 
Prepare the darts within the quiver, 
My trust is in my God for ever, 

He is my strength, and will deliver ! 
Whoso beneath His shade abide,® 

His love shall aid, His wings shall hide, 
I'll say to God, my hope art Thou! 
And unto all I will avow, 

Thou art my trust, and my strong-hold, 
Therefore I shall Thy love behold ! 
Foes may thrust sore that I may fall,t 
God will deliver me from all !” 


* Psalm xci. + Psalm cxviii. 13. 
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Happy is woman when a ray 

Of that which fired each blessed lay 
Of Zion, shines upon her heart, 
And there does its own thrill impart, 
That meek and yet exulting glow, 
Which they and only they can know, 
Whose hope, whose trust in the Lord 


_ And in the aid He doth afford. 


Who 'ye known how blest in trouble’s hour, 
The succour of Almighty Power. 

Happy when all their weakness know, 
Their want of more than aught below ; 
Happiest when woman joys to raise, 
Psalm of thanksgiving, hymn of praise, 
With humble triumph, grateful love, 

To God who aids her from above, 
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Like Hannah and like Mary pours, 
From gratitude’s delicious stores, 

A song that sweetly flows to tell, 
How good the God of Israel! 

For once more let the minstrel sing, 
How woman needs the sheltering wing 
Of true Religion, how does need 

One who is powerful indeed. 

How rich her young affections’ store ! 
How formed to last for ever more ! 
But tender, gentle, true, in vain, 

Her loveliest feelings but cause pain, 
And bring her less of joy than woe, 
Till God His heavenly grace bestow, 
And that gives every thing below, 

A touch ethereal from above, 


Which shows God’s end in all was love. 
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How it refines, renews that ray ! 
Revealing bright worlds far away, 
Revealing Heavenly Love Divine, 
Till human love the purer shine, 
And tinged with its celestial hue, 
Like that becomes immortal too ! 
Eternal, conquering earth and time, 
Holy, and deathless, and sublime ! 


Oh ! how does it enlarge the soul, 


' To drink of streams that ever roll ! 


How bids its soaring wings expand, 

To fly, mount, reach that happy land, 

And upwards, homewards, to aspire, 

Fraught with Heaven's own exalted fire ! 
Emotions exquisite and high, 


And fine Perception’s piercing eye, 
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That asks for something highly wrought, 
Something to match the reach of thought, 
Gifted ideas to realize, 
Fulfil some dream of Paradise, 
(Which ev'n though found may be in vain ;) 
How surely are these doom'd to pain ! 
How needful then that they should gain 
That comfort which can never fail, 
But oer all troubles must prevail ! 

Can youth or fairest beauty stay ? 
And may not riches flee away ? 
And worldly honour too depart ? 
And all of earth dear to the heart ? 
Our own familiar friend may be 
Turned to our bitter enemy ; 
And ey'n near kindred prove more base, 


Than strangers of an alien race ; 
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Or if through life their charm should last, 
At death we know all shall be past, 

That all shall vanish as a dream, 

Pass like a swiftly rushing stream, 

Happy their portion then must be, 

Who seek God, Christ, Eternity ! 

The happiness that these bestow 

Can no inconstant changes know, 
Whatever may on earth betide, 

Their bliss unaltered must abide, 

Then years as their swift flight they wing, 
Do but that period nearer bring, 

When mortal dust sleeps in the tomb, 

To wake to endless youth and bloom ; 
And though of temporal wealth bereft, 


The eternal riches still are left, 


LA COLONNA. 75 


If this world’s honour pass away, 
The honour given by God shall stay, 
The crown of life, the immortal wreath, 
Shall deck the faithful unto death, 
And heavenly voices sing on high, 
Their glory God shall glorify ; 

And streams of joy above that flow, 
Shall recompense each earthly woe ! 
Would we what best we love secure, 
That all most dear should still endare ? 
Let us to God the whole commend, 
And pray that Love Divine may blend, 
Ourselves and all that most we prize, 
Like wreath of flowers of Paradise, 

In one beloved and holy band, 

Meet for Heaven's better, brighter land. 
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All earthly sorrows we allay, 

When in sincerity we pray, 

And for ourselves and those we love, 
Implore God’s blessings from above, 
There is an Ear, true prayer to hear, 
An Eye, to note each secret tear, 

A Father’s Breast, that can be moved. 
At sorrows of a child beloved, 

A Hand Divine, all help to send, 
There is an All-sufficient friend ! 

O light and love! O peace and rest ! 
Strength, with that mark divine imprest, 
A firm immutability, 

Ever what it hath been, to be ;— 
Ye are mere names !—high-sounding, vain, 


Till true Religion fix her reign 
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Deep in the heart, and there infuse 

A purer being, and higher views, 

The love of God that will awake, 
Desire in all who feel, to make 

His glory still their end and aim; 

Then the soul burns with lofty flame, 
And feels a happiness sublime, 

Beyond the reach of earth and time. 

O Strength and Peace! built on this Rock, 
Ye may defy the tempest’s shock, 
Secure in undisturbed repose, 

Which fear from nothing earthly knows ; 
The water-floods in vain assail, 

The gates of hell cannot prevail ; 

The storm that lays all else so low, 


To you more firmness can bestow, 
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Like trees which shaken by the blast, 
Only become more fixt, more fast, 

Like Zion’s Mount, the Lord hath loved,* 
Which never, never may be moved ! 

The more we drink the living springs, 
The less we pant for earthly things ; 
Behold! where those clear waters burst, 
That quench earth’s morbid, feverish thirst ; 
See ! how dry deserts they can bless, 
Flowing through the waste wilderness ! 
Oh ! let us drink, and lose-each care, 
Sweeter than Lethe’s draught is there, 
Who can or would wish to forget ? 

Who would not memory's power regret ? 
Spite of earth's griefs there still is much 
On earth, too near affections touch, 


* Pealm cxxv. I. 
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Too sweet, too holy, dear and pure, 

For Lethe one wise heart to lure ! 

But that is happiness when taught, 

Wisdom and good from every thought ; 

When present, past, and future—all 

We wish, or feel, or would recall, 

We leave to God, cast on that breast, 

Upon whose faithful love we rest. 

Oh! this is peace and joy divine, 

And makes earth smile, and Heaven shine ! 
Who talk of gloomy black despair ? 

Not those who see that prospect fair, 

Divine Religion brings to view, 

Soft as earth's green, bright as Heaven's blue. 

Shown by her light revealed clear, 

A thousand fields of joy appear, 
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Of blameless joy, of pure delight, 
Where intellectual feasts invite, 
Giving a spacious range around 
Through every fair, bright, sacred ground, 
And opening in earth and sky, 
All Fancy and all Truth supply. 
While radiant forms compose the throng, 
Those of Imagination, Song,— 
And these of History, Reason, Thought, 
All with majestic wisdom fraught : 
The eye illumed by Truth sees all, 
On each her beams eternal fall, 
She bids the soul a welcome guest, 
Mid the rich banquet to the best. 

There is one truth in lines of light, 


In characters for ever bright, 


LA COLONNA. 


It stands unanswerably clear ;— 

Oh ! might all, high or low, give ear ! 
Happiness from Piety has birth, 

The child of Heaven, and not of earth ; 
Else, why that fever, and that fret, 
That weariness, so often met 

"Mid bosoms all undisciplined, 

Though having all things to their mind ? 
Why sadness amid outward joy ? 
Something to darken, damp, alloy ? 
Why, where bright Song her gifts has flung, 
And where her sweetest notes are sung, 
A cheerless and desponding gloom, 
Blighting her loveliest garland’s bloom ? 
Thus they who centre all their bliss, 

In such a poor, vain world as this : 
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And how, (to look the other side,) 


Whatever may to them betide, 

In midst of outward pain, want, woe, 
Do Christians’ joys more brightly glow ? 
And how when Christian minstrels sing, 
Feel they as they felt not grief’s sting ? 
Where just enough of grief to pour 
The pensive pleasures soothing store, 
Of soften’d sorrow, sadness sweet, 
And tenderness divine, we meet 

In their charm‘d lays, but no despair, 


Breathing a blessed, cheerful air,— 


. And when their joyful notes arise, 


’Tis sunshine all, earth, seas, and skies ! 
‘Tis glimpse of Heaven !—fair fruits and flowers, 


Breathing of their immortal bowers ! 


LA COLONNA. 


Yet thus are they, Religion! they 
Who feel thy mild but hallow'd sway ; 
Whatever upon earth they love 
Receives some tinge from Heaven above ; 
In prayer to God they all commend, 
And peace from God does thence descend, 
Concerning all—each care is cast 
On God of present, future, past ; 
They know He cares for them; they taste 
From confidence so justly plac'd, 
A heavenly and divine repose, 
‘Which no too anxious trouble knows, 
And none save those who feel may tell, 
All its rich wealth, its balmy spell. 

Go to the humble cottage, go 


‘Mid poverty, and want, and woe ; 
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See Christ's Religion bearing up 

With strength to drink His bitter cup, 
The sick and the unlettered poor, 
And Faith unlocking Heaven's door, 
God's teaching opening to the mind, 
Much the prood scholar cannot find, 
And shedding down a flood of light, 
Of blessed comfort, heavenly might. 
Go to life's middle walks, and see 

The blest effects of piety ; 

See many, not with want opprest, 
But who have much to wound the breast ; 
Sickness and sorrow all must meet, 
But beautiful to such the feet* 

Of those upon the heavenly hills, 
Whose tidings this glad message fills : 


* Isaiah xi. 2. 
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“Thy God doth reign! —lift up thy head ! 
He looks on thee ;—before Him spread 
Thy every grief, and wish, and care, 

His love shall make earth’s desert fair, 
The wild become a fruitful field, 

That each blest herb, fair plant shall yield. 
Go higher yet—rejoice to think, 

Some in the highest stations drink 

These same pure streams, for all so blest, 
Sole sources of true joy and rest : 

See nobles, rulers, princes, own 

This is the way of peace alone ; 

See them exult in station high, 

That they God more may glorify, 


Befriend His Church, and spread His Cause, 


Adorn His Gospel, keep His laws, 
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And unto all example give, 

Of how true Christians ought to live, 
Like cities set on high, like lights 
Beheld from far on lofty heights, 

Not hidden, but by all descried, 

Casting their bright beams far and wide : 
Then all is changed—the gorgeous scene 
Of worldly grandeur's dazzling sheen, 
Becomes as much God's pasture green, 
And quiet waters, as the vale 

Of private life—the blessed gale 

Of new, and pure, and happy life, 
Blows ‘mid all places, charms earth's strife, 
Like eve’s mild breeze that lulls to rest 
The oceans chaf'd, unquiet breast. 

O heavenly Gospel ! these are thine ! 
These triumphs speak thy power divine, 
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Show how thy word hath been folfill'd, 
And the heart's tempest husht and still'd. 
Of themes like these I loved to sing, 

They fed Song’s thoughts, and plumed her wing, 
And as each chord wak'd ‘neath my touch, 
And Song pour'd forth each taneful gush, 
A listening group around me drew, 

And I, still as arose to view 

Each different scene, varied my lay, 

And with delighted eye survey, 

Among my listeners, those most loved, 
Who kindly still my songs approved. 

Talk not of Jaurel crown, or fame, 

Meed that successful bard may claim, 

Oh! dearer far than all the rest, 

The praise of those beloved best ! 
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Sweet as eve’s dew-drops to the flower, 


- Or morning sunbeams’ blessed power ! 


And many truly great and good, 

Of noble mind, and candid mood, 

And gentle feeling hearts were there, 

And Oh! it was a pleasure rare, 

To such to sing, still sure that they, 
Whene’'er they could, would praise the lay, 
And but in friendly kindness blame, 

Best, pleas’d, when truth could justly claim, 
From them some eulogy sincere, 

To minstrel bosoms sweet and dear, 

And some were there, to whom each word 
Touch'd sweetly some responsive chord, 
And therefore could meet answer find, 


In sympathetic heart and mind. 
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First as a prelude to the rest, 
In song, my Column I addrest: 


Way should I not this Corumn raise ? 
So shall the Past soothe Present days, 
And Future, and declare God's praise. 


Stand CoLtumn, stand—so mayst thou be 
A solace, those may love who see, 


Bidding them bless God, thee, and me. 


And thou, my gracious God, bestow 
Thy blessing, as my lays shall flow, 
From the touch’d heart, the spirit’s glow. 


THE SONGS OF LA COLONNA. 


THE HARP AWAKENED. 





"Tis sweet to sing of those mercies new,® 
Of heavenly aid, of marvels, of might, 

Fresh every morn as the morning dew, 
Constant at eve as the drops of night. 


*Tis sweet to sing of the years of old,t 
"Tis sweet to sing of the days that are past, 
The record of former times to unfold, 
Whose high memorial shall ever last. 


>Tis sweet of these to utter a song,t{ 
Tis sweet for these the Harp to take, 
And when the minstrel fire is strong, 
And thrills through the soul, the Harp to wake. 





A SONG OF PEACE. 
Sweet Peace! calm Rest! not of this earth 
Are ye—God must bestow— 
From Heaven, your lovely place of birth, 


Ye come, when found below ; 


* Lam. fii, 23. ¢ Psalm Ixxvii. 5. { Judges v. 12. 
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"Tis sweet to sing of those merezer aro © 
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A SONG OF PEL©CZ 
Sweet Peace! calm Rest! not of thee carch 


Are ye—God must bestow— 
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With a soft influence to endure, 


Meek, quiet, gentle, thoughtfal, pure. 


There is a lore, not this world’s lore, 
A wisdom, here not found ; 

Riches, but not of this world’s store, 
A balm for every wound ; 

No sage, no bard, the pearl can find, 


God must reveal it to the mind. 


Religion! Yes, thine is the spell ! 
Thine is the charmed power ! 

Peace bid'st thou in the bosom dwell, 
"Mid crowds or lonely bower. 

’Mid scorn or honour, joy or woe, 


Still canst thou Heaven’s own Peace bestow. 


Well may this world the poor heart break, 


To whom this world is all ; 


4 8ONG OF PRACE. 


No wing beneath its shade to take,* 
No voice His own to call.t 
But Christians have a shelter blest, 


A Refuge sure, a place of rest. 


They know a love that cannot die, 
A care that cannot fail, 

An aid that is for ever nigh, 
Whatever may assail. 


No clouds or tempests make them fear, 


Light still is seen, God still is near. 


This world is for a little while, 
And soon to pass away ; 
And very treacherous is its smile, 


And changeful is its ray : 


* Psalm lvii. 1. +t John x. 3. 
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But there’s another world than this, 


And bright with an eternal bliss. 


And He that hath a Kingdom there, 
Which of this world is not, 

Shall, ‘mid its gardens sweet and fair, 
Appoint their happy lot : 

Their tears shall dry, their feet shall lead 


To chrystal fount, and emerald mead. 


There is no thorn on Sharon’s Rose, 
Seek it who flowers would find ; 

And the vale’s lily spotless grows, 
Meet for a wreath to bind : 

And they have such a wondrous charm, 


Even earth's flowers they rob of harm. 


I ween it is a happy thing, 
To find that healing tree, 
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Which cast into earth's water spring, 
Can from its bitter free, 
If search'd the East, if search'd the West, 


’Twere bought not dear that spell so biest.. 


Is not the darkness past away ? 
The true light shining now : 
The Morning Star with blessing’s ray, 
Smiling on Heaven's clear brow ! 
No anger on its Maker's face, 


Love reconcil’d, and bounteous grace. 


O minstrels! minstrels! ye may sing, 
But joy is not of song, 

Till from on high with healing wing, 
Shines earth's dark shades among, 
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To bid all doubt, all error cease, 


The Sun of Righteousness and Peace. 


Then, then indeed, there ’s much of worth, 
’Tis all an Eden scene, | 

With songs on all sides breaking forth, 

_ And angels’ harps between, 

The mountains and the forests sing, 


The sea, the isles—the Lord is King ! 


THE VOICE OF THE LORD. 


THE VOICE OF THE LORD.® 


The Voice of the Lord is a glorious voice ! 
It biddeth the sea and her islands rejoice ; 
It commandeth the waters, the thunder doth wake, 


Doth the flames divide, and the wilderness shake. 


"Tis a Voice that worketh works of might, 
That formed the darkness, created the light, 
That called all the worlds into birth, 


That ruleth all things in Heaven and earth. 


On the soul of the seer strong was its sway, 

The impulse was on him, and he must obey ; 
"Twas vain his enchantments and charms to seek, 
The Lord hath spoken, and he must speak, © 


* From different passages of Scripture. 
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It bade the Prophetess awake, 

And utter a song, and rejoicing make, 

It cast down Kings and their haughty boast, 
And troubled chief captains and all their host. 


The Voice of the Lord is a small still Voice, 
It biddeth the hearts of the humble rejoice ; 
It is heard in quiet and Jonely hours, 


In peaceful shades, and calm, meek bowers. 


The Voice of the Lord wakes the gentle spring, 
And her flowers to bloom, and her birds to sing, 
Her mild breezes to blow, her soft showers to fall, 


The Voice of the Lord doth wake them all. 


The Voice of the Lord doth soothe and cheer, 


Ever ’t is to the mourner dear, 


THE VOICE OF THE LORD. 


it bindeth up the broken in heart, 


And doth balm to all deep wounds impart. 


Oh it is heard alone and still! 
In secret chamber, on distant hill, 
Where the weary rest, where the fearful fly, 


Where no hunter, no hawk, no arrow is nigh ! 


It is heard by the shepherd in lowly dale, 
By the minstrel in many a tuneful gale ; 
It is heard by all His children, and blest, 


For it breathes of love—of peace—of rest ! 
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THE INVINCIBLE. 


And the multitude of all the nations that fight against Ariel, even all 
that fight against her and her munition, and that distress her, shall be as 
a dream of a night vision. It shall even be as when a hungry man 
dreameth, and behold, he eateth ; but he awaketh, and his soul is empty : 
or as when a thirsty man dreameth, and behold, he drinketh; but he 
awaketh and behold he is faint, and his soul hath appetite : so shall the 
multitude of all the nations be that fight against Mount Zion.—Isaiah 
xxix. 7, 8,9. 

No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper, and every tongue 
that shall rise against thee in judgment, thou shalt condemn. This is 
the heritage of the servants of the Lord, and their righteousness is in 
me, saith the Lord.—Isaiah liv. 17. 


The worldly may scoff, and the sceptic may sneer, 
But say, does God’s truth less lovely appear? 
Can they quench one bright beam of its glorious sky ? 


Can a worm destroy immortality ? 


The peace that they gave not, can they take away ? 
The hope they inspired not, can they dim its ray? 
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The faith not of earth, but of Heaven and Divine, 
Can a mortal of clay check its influence benign ? 


Can they who have never of truth trial made, 

What they know not, they feel not, presume to upbraid ? 
Will the wise ever listen the folly they speak ? 

Are not they who contend with Omnipotence weak ? 
Then O Christian brethren ! our hope standeth sure, 
And like the strong mountains shall ever erdure, 

The billows may foam, and the tempests may roar, 


Truth stands on a Rock, that shall last evermore. 


No—the gates of Hell shall never prevail, 
Against that true Church they in fury assail, 
God laugheth to scorn the infidel foe, 

And derideth each spiteful but powerless blow. 
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He that dwelleth above maketh Zion His care, 

And life evermore, and God's blessing are there, 

There ’s a brightness that dwells on her glorious towers, 
That defies all earth's gloom, and shines through darkest 


’ hours. 


PSALM CXXVI. 


PSALM CXXVI. 


When Zion's captivity turn'd by the Lord, 
High cause for her joyful praise did afford, 
Then were we like unto them that dream 


Of blessings, they scarcely their own can deem. 


Then was our mouth with laughter fill'd, 

And the sunshine of joy did each countenance gild, 
And gave to each tongue those words of delight, 
Which proclaim unto all God's power and might. 


And when all the nations had heard our glad song, 
Then thus did they say, the heathen among, 
“ Oh surely the Lord for them hath done 


Great things, and a glorious triumph hath won !” 
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Yes—the Lord hath already done great things 
For us, whom He sheltered beneath His wings, 
Whereof we rejoice, and which bids us pray, 


And trust for yet more in a future day. 


Turn our captivity, O Lord turn back ! 
As the stream of the south to its own bright track, 
Though we sow in tears, we shall reap in joy, 


And our glorious harvest shall no one destroy. 


As we go on our way we now may weep, 
But the good seed we sow, we shall surely reap, 
We shall doubtless with joy come back again, 


And bring our sheaves both from mountain and glen. 
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THE APOSTLE SAINT PAUL. 


Thou wert upon each lovely Grecian shore, 
That the bright, fair, A2gean waters lave, 
"Neath azure Classic skies where ever wave 

The trees, the flowers, in breezes soft of yore, 


The soil that heroes, bards, and sages bore. 


Euroclydon blew round thee—let it blow— 

What though the tempest have his stormy hour ? 
What though around the furious waters flow ? 

Thy trust is in Divine, Almighty Power ; 
That none shall perish, thou dost surely know, 


Thou know’st God’s will that thou to Rome shouldst go. 
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Thou wert on Adria’s blue dashing waters, 
Then ‘mid the glory of Imperial Rome, 

Thou saw'st her warriors stern, her noble daughters, 
Thou saw’'st her palaces, amid the bloom 

Of gardens, where return’d from war and slaughters, 
The masters of the world doff’d helm and plume, 
And sat ‘neath rose and myrtle’s gentle gloon, 


"Twas not for wisdom of Athenian sage, 
For all the Grove or Portico could teach, 

-'Twas not to muse o’er rich dramatic page, 
Epic, or lofty lyric flight to reach, 

Nor that Italia’s beauties should engage 

Thine eye, and fire thee with poetic rage ; 


"Twas not for these, thou soughtest each fair scene, 


Sage of another school ! warrior renown’d! 
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Bat not beneath the Roman eagles sheen— 
Not by the wreath of Roman victors crown’d— 
Inspired one! but not by Grecian stream, 


Breeze on Parnassus, or bright Phebus’ beam. 


No ’t was to teach and to convert a world— 
To go and help all those who cried for aid 
To bid the Banners of the Cross unfarl’d, 
Lighten all those who sat in death's dark shade, 
To rout the Serpent's host who there lay curl'd, 


To show Morn’s reign begun, with dews impearl'd. 


Yes, ’t was for this, illustrious Saint, that thou 
Wert tossed up and down on mighty deeps, 
Now bor'st the scourge, the shame, with patient brow, 


Now torn from friends, whose fond affection weeps, 
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In bonds, in perils—now before ruler’s seat, 


And then in wilds, scarce trod by pilgrim’s feet. 


Ev’n thus like thee, each missionary blest, 
| Goes not for worldly honour, worldly joy ; 
He quits his home’s beloved place of rest, 
The scenes that form’d the man, that nurst the boy ; 
The pure and sweet affections of his breast, 


‘As one with some great errand deep imprest. 


Ev’n so it is—to spread Christ’s holy name, 

To sow the seed of the eternal word, 
To reap those harvests of immortal fame, 

Whose praise is not on earth, in Heaven is heard, 
This is his sacred joy, his prayer, his aim, 


For this he ever burns with glorious flame. 
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GOD’S PRESENCE. 


They remembered that God was their strength, and the high God was 
their Redeemer.—Psalm lxxviii. 35. 


He brought forth His chosen with joy, and His people with gladness. 
Psalm cv. 42. 


This people have I formed for myself, they shall show forth my praise. 
Isalab xIiil. 21. 


For He said, surely they are my people—children that will not lle—so 
He was their Saviour. In all their aMictions He was afflicted, and the 
Angel of His presence saved them: in His love, and in His pity, He 
redeemed them ; and He bare them, and carried them all the days of 
old.—Isaiah lxili. 89. 


No height on which we cannot stand, 
If God upholds us with His Hand ; 
No depth appearing dark or low, 

If there God's light and comfort glow. 


Yes—Carmel’s top, with love and awe, 


Jehovah with Elijah saw ; 
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Horeb with Moses—trance sublime ! 


Beyond the bounds of earth and time. 


And yet, no less the ocean deep, 
Where huge sea-monsters pastime keep, 
With Jonah saw Him ’neath the wave, 


To rescue from the living grave. 


With Joseph, in the dungeon vile, 
And when he won a monarch’s smile,— 
A nation’s thanks, a world’s high praise, — 


With him in sad, in prosperous days. 


With Daniel at the Persian court, 
Of noble satraps the resort ; 
With Daniel among mighty men, 
With Daniel in the lion’s den. 
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With David when from Saul he fied, 
And when He govern’d in Saul's stead ; 
With him in wildernesses lone, 


And when he sat on Israel's throne. 


With him in all the deep distress, 

His harp does in sweet plaints confess ; 
With him in each exulting song, 

With raptures lofty, rich, and strong. 
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THE CHRISTIAN HEROINE. 


A prayer that springs from the depth of the heart, 
And pierces the Heavens like a winged dart ; 
And there doth rest, until God send down 
Acceptance, and answer of faith—the crown. 
THs WHITE BANNERS. 


Through Thee the weak confound the strong.—Psalm viii. New Version. 


When I called upon Thee, thou heardest me, and enduedst my soul 
with much strength.—Psalm cxxxviii. 3. 


Hope maketh not ashamed.—Romans v. 5. 


Serious, thoughtful, calm, and meek, 
Holy, meditative, still, 

With prayers, that from her God did seek 
Blessings, prayers to fulfil. 


Leaning on Him, looking where 


All her hope was well she knew ; 


THE CHRISTIAN HEROINE. 


On Him still she cast her care, 


Felt His grace like Heavenly dew. 


Thus she armed her, ere she went 
On her great and high design ; 
Winning, for her heart's intent, 


Comfort, guidance, aid divine. 


Sure the blessing that she sought, 
Round about her made abode, 

Far more than her prayer or thought, 
Her all-gracious God bestow’'d. 


Holy women, thus of old, 
Israel’s God when seeking found ; 


Fear, grief, wish, to Him they told, 


Prayer was granted, Faith was crown’d. 
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URANIA. 


For thou art heavenly.— Paradise Lost. 


Too solemn, grave, too highly wrought, 
Sometimes the mind, for any mood 
But that of chasten’d, heavenly thought, 


With sweetness, all sublime, endued. 


These were fair forms,—as angels fair,— 
Yet, being daughters of this earth, 
I felt, as from bright fields of air, 


I gaz'd on my lov'd lyre’s own birth. 


As though I could not mingle them 
With these, nor find them give delight ; 


URANIA. 157 


Though erst I deem'd with purest gem 
And flower, my fancy had bedight. 


Then will [ wait some other time, 
Before I seek their charms once more ; 
Now I am in a brighter clime, 


Now I am on another shore. 


The lay, the tale, that tells of aught 
This earth doth mix with, seemeth now 
As but with vexing visions fraught, 


To haunt and vex a feverish brow. 


Lo! she doth sleep—awake her not— 
The fever cools—the frenzy fled— 
She is away from earth's dark spot, 


She sees the Morning's radiant head. 
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She is amid the stars—she roves. 
_ Where angels dwell! What should she wake 
For blossoms of these earthly groves, 


And those pure, glorious scenes forsake ? 


If she should earthward come again, 
Once more in scenes the sun below, 
Among the homes of mortal men, 


Once more her earth-sung lays shall flow. 
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ST. PAUL’S THORN IN THE FLESH. 


1 Cor. xil. 


I heard harps angels touch— 
I saw the Realm of Love: 
Lest I should be too much 
Exalted—set above 
Those who had not such favours high, 
I had a humbling scourge to try. 


As in the flesh a thorn, 
As one by Satan sent, 
So was I stricken, torn 


And buffeted, and rent— 
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Lest above measure I should be 
Exalted by God's love to me. 


The Lord I then besought 
To take this stroke away,— 
This cup, with bitter fraught, 
To harass and dismay : 
I prayed that it might depart, 


No more to vex and grieve my heart. 


Then said He unto me— 
“* My grace shall thee suffice, 
My strength shall perfect be, 
And from thy weakness rise.” 
Most gladly, therefore, I endure 


Infirmities, through Christ secure. 
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This is my boast alone, 

My glory, my delight ; 
My strength is not my own, 

In Christ is all my might. 
Blame, persecution, trouble, need, 


Make me, though weak, yet strong indeed. 
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CONJECTURES. 


For something in thy face did shine 
Above mortality, which show’d thou wast divine.—MILTON. 


His innocent gestures wear 
A meaning half divine.—THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 


In the fix’d brow, serene, 
The deep, yet eager view.—IBID. 


Oh tender gem, and full of Heaven! 
Not in the twilight stars so high, 


Not in moist flowers at even, 
See we our God so nigh.—IBID. 


I’ve seen a holy, pensive look, 
- Within an infant's eyes ; 
Sweet babe! though here, ere while it took 
Its flight from Paradise ! 
And would be there again, perchance, 


Such meaning in that mystic glance. 
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And though "twould soon such look exchange, 
For joyous, playful glee ; 

"T would come again, lovely and strange, 
A sweet, deep mystery. 

Such look as once a Saviour bore, 


When Infancy's meek form He wore. 


Oh! is it a prophetic gloom, 

That thus o’ercasts the young soul's bloom ? 
Like a dark cloud, o'er early flowers, 
Foretelling the cold coming showers ; 
Something that says, ‘“‘ Though now thou smile, 
Thou shalt have cause to weep awhile,— 
Though now each breeze, with low soft tone, 
Makes pleasant answer to thine own, 


The fearful storm is on its way, 
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And clash of arms, and battle’s fray, 
And roaring of the beast of prey, 
And shrieks of anguish shall be heard, 
Far different from each soothing bird, 
Which now within the quiet bowers, 
Sings sweet away the passing hours ; 
Yet youthful warrior ! do not fear, 
Thou hast. the sword, the helm, the spear ! 
Thou hast the strong and mighty shield, 
Sufficient for the deadliest field. 
On—thou art girded for the fight ! 
Go—thou art Christ’s, and thine His might. 
’Gainst the weak flesh, the world’s vain lure, 
Hell’s rage or wiles, thou art secure : 
Sweet innocent! God’s strength is thine ! 


His angels form thy guard divine ; 
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| All blessings shall on thee abide, 
On thee! for whom a Saviour died ! 
God thy Defence, thy Champion He, 
Young heir of Immortality ! 
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RETIREMENT. 


Ob! bright is Heaven’s dew on the far wild woods, 
Oh! sweet is the sound of the far wild floods, 

And there pure and fresh as wild breezes and fiowers, 
Life hath its happy and innocent hours. 


In the sky’s bright blue, in the earth’s soft green, 
God is worshipped, adored, and seen, 

His law on the mind, His love in the heart, 
From the world and its self-made bondage apart. 


THE FIELD OF LILIES. 


This foolish world, this foolish world, it doth its own 
besot, 
Till brighter worlds and far away, are dark, remem- 


bered not! 


Those who look ever on this earth, cannot see Heaven 


above, 


Those always ‘mid its strife and sin, know nought of 


peace and love. 
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Are not they blest whom God doth call, and sammon 
from such scene, 

To lonely places, quiet bowers, and peaceful pastures 
green? 

He talke,with them in distant plains* that vain things 
do not fill, 

In silent chamber does He teach a heart communion still. t 


Delivered from the archer’s noise, where waters pure 
are drawn, 

There they rehearse the Lord’s high acts, at eve or early ; 
dawn,t 

When placid stars look meekly down, as if they lov'd 
to hear, 

Or twilight shadows, soft and grey, seem closing in 
more near. 


* Ezekiel iii. 22. + Psalmiv.4. Judges v. 11. 
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Yes, ye are happy, shepherds blest, who fold your 
peaceful flock, 


Who see God's awful majesty in storm and tempest 
shock, 

And whom His love fills with delight in the sweet early 
spring, 

In Summer's sun, in Autamn ripe, her fruits prepar'd 


to bring. 


You are away from follies vain, you live as they of old, 

And tranquil meditation still new glories doth unfold, 

And every field, and every stream, recalls those early 
days, 


When holy men of former times to God did altars raise. 
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THE PILGRIM. ° 


Our fathers hoped in thee : they trusted in thee, and thou didst deliver 
them. They called upon thee, and were bolpen: they put their trust in 
thee, and were not confounded. Psalm xxii. 4, 5. 


O go not from me, for trouble is bard at hand, and there is none to 
help me. Psalm xxii. 11. 


When my spirit was in heaviness thou knewest my path. Psalm czlii. 3. 


When thorns and briars beset around 
The pilgrim on the wild, rade ground ; 
When tangling thickets would perplex, 
And many a stone of stumbling vex, 
Ev'n when so rough the pilgrim’s path, 
As for man’s sin, and in God's wrath, 
Oh cheer thee, Pilgrim ! ’t will be past, 


And Heaven will come, and come at last. 
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When dark the clouds of morning lour, 

And sully ey'n the noon’s bright hour ; 
When days of gloom, and nights of storm, 
Hide Heaven's beams, earth's bloom deform, 
In seasons sullen, harsh, unkind, 

When fruit nor flower thou more canst find, 
Oh cheer thee, Pilgrim ! ’t will be past, 


And Heaven will come, and come at last. 


When fearful sounds on every side, 

Bid timid doves for shelter hide, 

And lambs run trembling to the fold, 

And flowers close up, and each strong hold 
Seems shaking, and such hour of dread, 
Bows ev'n the cedar’s stately head, | 

Ol cheer thee, Pilgrim! ‘t will be past, 


And Heaven will come, will come at last. 
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When winds are sweeping o'er the earth, 
Awing each child of mortal birth, 
When torrents of thick driving rain, 
Veil distant hill, and neighbouring plain. 
Pilgrim ! ev'n in such times of fear, 
Thou hast a Refage—God is near, 

And Christian Pilgrim, 't will be past, 


And Heaven will come, and come at last. 
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THE PROPHET’S MISSION. 


He suffered no man to do them wrong: but reproved even kings for 
their sakes. Touch not mine Anointed, and do my Prophets no harm. 
Psalm cv. 14, 15. 


Go forth among the wilds and woods, 
Let the rocks hear thy voice ; 
Sing thou to rest the unquiet floods, 


And bid the isles rejoice ! 


Declare thou that Jehovah reigns, 
And glorious make His praise : 
Let mountains, vallies, hills, and plains, 


Be gladdened by thy lays. 


THE PROPHETS MISSION. 


So shall the silver stream burst free, 
To bless the thirsty waste ; 

The desert shall fair blossoms see, 
And fruits of pleasant taste. 


Go ‘mid the gardens of this world, 
Its scenes of pomp and pride, 
Like hermit saint—show there, unfarl’d, 


Christ’s banner far and wide ! 


So shalt thou raise true bowers of rest, 
Even upon this earth ; 

And show the pastures, green and blest, 
The springs of Heavenly birth. 


God shall defend thee—God inspire, 


A glorious work is thine; 
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Souls call'’d by thee shall be thy hire, 


And rich rewards divine ! 


Thou shalt that future glory see,— 
Messiah’s Kingdom bright ; 

When all His foes subdued shall be, 
And He shall reign in might. 


Go thou, where bound in death's dark chains, 


In shadows like night's skies, . 


- Immortal souls await thy strains, 


From their low depths to rise. | 


No foe to hurt shall set on thee, 
Beast, serpent, prince of air; 
No deadly thing thy harm shall be, 
Thou art the Almighty’s care. 
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Lo! He doth always thee surround, 
With hosts like wall of fire : 

Go forth on thy appointed ground, 
Strike thy prophetic lyre. 
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THE WORK OF GOD. 


The storms may rage through the forests with power, 
But they shall not hurt that fair delicate blossom : 
So Faith is safe in most perilous hour, 
Her meek head laid to rest on her Father’s bosom. 
THE CASTLB FORTRESS. 


Seest thou yon meek and lovely flower ? 
Know’st thou, in all his pomp and his power, 
Solomon never had robes so fair, | 


-Nor could all his splendour to her compare ! 


Who gave her her dress of pure spotless white, 
That nought could taint, and nought could blight ? 
Who gave her the perfume she flings on the gale, 
That nothing can match with, that never shall fail? 
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Did she buy from the merchants that travel from far ? 

Did she seek from the stores where a queen's garments 
are ? 

Did she labour, or toil, or travail, or spin,— 


Where did she her glorious apparel win ? 


Was it thy hand that formed her, and made her attire ? 
That all eyes behold, and that all lips admire ? 
Didst thou bid suns rise, and breezes blow ‘mild, 


And dews to fall soft on the valley's sweet child ? 


Was it thou that didst shield her in stormiest hour ? 
Till past was the tempest, with furious power, 
When winds bent the cedars, and rains swept the 


oak, 


Was it thou thought’st upon her, and for her awoke ? 
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"Twas her God—He adorn’d her, His praises to speak, 
With look so surpassing in beauty yet meek, 

Behold her—the work of a Maker Divine ! 

The Hand of her Father upon her doth shine ! 
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FROM HEAVEN. 


{t shall come, it shall come, unaskt for, unsought, 
Like the bloom to the flower that taketh no thought, 
Like the song to the bird, a gift unbought. 


It shall come, it shall come, thou knowest not when, 
Thou knowest not where, alone, or ‘mid men, 


Thou knowest not how, or when coming again. 


It shall come like the dew, the shower, the breeze, 
Like the sun to the earth, like the leaves to the trees, 


When no ear hears, and no eye sees. 


They shall come like the waters of some pure fount, 
Like the thousand flowers no eye can count, 


Filling the forest, the valley, the mount. 
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Yes ! they shall come as these came from Heaven! - 
By God alone and no mortal given, 


By God preserved, by no mortal riven. 


Shall they not soothe thee thy many lays ? 
Shall they not bless and delight thy days? 
Shall they not fill thee with grateful praise ? 
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THE BLESSINGS OF HEAVEN. 


From Heaven are we, and not from earth, 

We do not depart Jike a mortal birth, 

The wind of the desert doth pass away, 

But the soft breeze of Heaven for ever doth stay. 


We are no flowers in earth's gardens found, 
No bloom that can fade, no thorn that can wound, 
The storm bloweth over, and where is the Rose ? 


But the Heaven-flush upon us for ever more glows. 


We are no waters that bless for awhile, 
And then pass away like a fleeting smile ; 
When the summer is shining, the summer-brook dries, 


But the waters of Heaven, Heaven ever supplies. 


142 THE HARP AWAKENED. 


We are no birds that but chaunt in the spring, 
But in coldness and darkness no longer will sing, 
When the winter is come, earth’s music doth cease, 


But the birds from blest Eden still sing of her peace. 


We are no odours the gales might bring, 
Flitting away on their airy wing, 
When Araby’s past, seas are fragrant no more, 


But ours is the perfume from Eden's sweet shore. 


We are not splendours of earth that fade, 
Honours for no long abiding made, 

The glory of this world passes away, 

But the glory of Heaven for ever shall stay. 


THE ANODYNE, 


WRITTEN DURING A PERIOD OF AFFLICTION. 


And in that day thou shalt say, O Lord, I will praise thee: though 
thou wast angry with me, thine anger is turned away, and thou comfortest 
me. Isaiah xii. 1. 


God, that comforteth those that are cast down. 2 Cor. vii. 6. 


WHERE ART THOU GOING? 


In my wrath I smote thee, but in my favour have I had mercy on 
thee. Isaiah Ix. 10. 
Where art thou going, thou stricken deer ? 
To the shades ever safe, to the streams ever clear, 
The archers have pierced me, the herd have fled, 
But I know where the balm-trees their branches will 


spread. 
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THE THUNDER SHOWER. 


Now no chastening for the present seemeth to be joyous, but grievous : 
nevertheless, afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness 
unto them which are exercised thereby. Hebrews xii. 10, 11. 


As many as I love I rebuke and chasten. Rev. iii. 19. 


If trouble shall bind me the more to thy breast, 
That refuge of perfect freedom and rest, 

And fill me with holy and tender love, 

For Thee, Thy Word, and for Heaven above : 


Oh! shall it not be as-blessed a boon, 
As the soft shower falling in hottest noon, 
When the passing gloom of the thunder cloud, 


Doth Heavenly mildness and freshness shroud ? 
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Oh ! when the coolness is felt in the glade, 

And the raindrops new verdure around have made, 
And the stream with rejoicing flow glides by, 

We sing lauds for the storm that had darkened the sky. 


148 THE ANODYNE. 


THE TIME OF TROUBLE A TIME OF BLESSING. 


Where is God my Maker, who giveth songs in the night? Job xxxv. 10. 


Blessed be God, even the Fatber of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father 
of mercies, and the God of all comfort: Who comforteth us in all our 
tribulation, that we may be able to comfort them which are in any 
trouble, by the comfort wherewith we ourselves are comforted of God. 

1 Cor. i.°3, 4. 


Trouble thou art a blessing! so have I found thee still, 
Thou art as when the winter rains enrich both mead 
~ and rill, 
Thou openest all the springs of Song, and all Prayer’s 
blessed wells, 
And showest Scripture’s radiant heights, and Comfort’s 


pastoral] dells. 


And every field of fragrance, and every tree of balm, 
Each gush of inspiration, each river pure and calm, 
And every healing herb, and every blooming flower, 


And every golden fruit is seen, in trouble’s darkest hour. 
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Because the rays of Heaven amid its darkness shine, 

And showeth richer far than all the treasures of the 
mine, 

Gems not of earthly diadems, pearls from the lowest 
deep, 

Found when the troubling angel's wings the gloomy 


waters sweep. 
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SOLITUDE. 


I, ewen 1. am Be thas comferecth you. § Isaiah li. 12. 


These things | have spoken unto yeu, that in me ye might have peace. 
te the wertd ve shall have tribaistion, bat be of good cheer, I have over- 
coane the werld. Joba xvi. 33. 


I keep apart as oft I've kept, 
I keep in lonely ways ; 
I weep, as I fall oft have wept, 
By turns I pray and praise ; 
The world afar, my God is near, 
My heart to comfort and to cheer. 


Though earth may be a scorched ground, 
Sorrow a thirsty wild, | 
I hear sweet streams of silver sound, 
I feel cool breezes mild ; 
Though grief a barren waste may be, 
Blest gardens, fields, and bowers I see. 
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SUGGESTED BY A PASSAGE IN THE LIFE 
OF HENRY MARTYN, | 


Like as beneath the burning ray 

Of summer noon-tide’s sultry day, 

The green and shady bough doth spread, 
Her shelter o'er the traveller's head ; 
Like as with coolness to the ear, 

Comes the sweet sound of waters clear, 
And as a welcome breeze that brings, 
Sweet freshness in his waving wings; 
Just so in some sore needed hour, 
Comes with a blest reviving power, 
And breathing round serenest peace, 

To bid all fears and tumults cease, 
Some text of God’s most holy Word, 


Succour and soothing to afford ! 
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SUGGESTED BY A PASSAGE IN THE LIFE 
OF HENRY MARTYN. 


Cast thy burden on the Lord, and He shall sustain thee.—Psalm lv. 22. 


Sweet words! yes, ye shall be ’mid anxious thought, 
As in hot deserts, waters cool and caln— 
As to the wounded is a leaf of balm, 

With healing influence plenteously fraught— 
Thus the mind’s fever shall your charm allay, 


Thus take all painful troublous care away. 


Thou blessed saint ! who found these words so sweet, 
Thy warfare long accomplished hath been ; 
Thou sittest down ‘mid bowers for ever green, 


And all Heaven's blest associates dost greet. 
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Thou with thy brethren art gone hence and crowned, 
Oh! may we find the rest that thou hast found! 


True labourer on India’s soil for God ! 
Giving to other tongues His holy lore, 
Teacher of truth unto a Heathen shore ! 

Treading the ground a Heber after trod, 
Let missionaries track thy course of light, 


All Christians learn from thy example bright. 


Thus with all saints we blest communion hold, 
And feel our fellowship with them indeed ; | 
The pilgrim’s feet on flinty paths may bleed, 

Awhile his drooping spirit groweth cold, 

Till lifting up his eyes, the gone before, 


Christ and His followers, hope and zeal restore. 
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And thus Earth sees her worthies all depart, 
Her choicest, and her holiest, and best ; 
Yet sorrows not as without hope distrest, 

For Christ with comfort whispers to her heart, 
‘*'Phy dead shall live, again with me arise, 


Mourn not for those with me in Paradise.” 
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BALMY DROPS. 


MY PEOPLE. 


I am with mine own people now, 
Whose souls are rapt, whose spirits glow, 
I sit upon the mountain's brow, 


And little heed the vale below. 


THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 


Sweet hour of Prayer! I love thee well, 
When God with us doth come to dwell, 
I ask thy precious influence here, 


To guide, to hallow, and to cheer. 
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UNCONGENIALITY. 


That ceaseless laugh—that mirthful look— 
It speaks a heart to care unknown, 
That never hath been forced to brook 


Its cutting grief, its anguish lone. 


But I—I need a sadder friend, 
One vers’d in sorrows long and deep, 
One whom affliction’s power could send, 


Apart from all to sigh and weep. 


THE ORPHAN. 


Now blessings on thy orphan head! for God doth thee 
defend, 


And cause each heavenly influence upon thee to descend, 
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Shielding thee in the battle-day, giving thee from above, 
The balmy dew of Grace divine, of trath, and peace, and 


love. 


THE PEACEFUL HOUR. 


Thou shining, gentle, peaceful hour, 
On song’s sweet, pensive, rapturous bower, 
Beaming as if from Heaven to say, 


Thy God doth reign—cast care away ! 


EXPERIENCE. 


I’ve known thee trouble before to-day, 
I’ve known what it is on God to lay 
The sorrow, that may the most distress 
The heart in its bitter loneliness, 

Until He turn’d it to peace serene, 


As waters that glide through the pastures green, 
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JOY. 


A delicious pervading spirit, felt but not seen, like the South breeze. 
MARGARET AYLMER. 


Oh there is sometimes a young green time, 

Of the soul more sweet than the year’s early prime ! 
When a holy breeze seems around to blow, 

The freshness of Eden once more to bestow, 

And each feeling is sacred, and tender, and dear, 
Each thought as a bud of Heaven’s flowers doth appear ; 
And the heart doth burn, and the spirit is strong, 
Oh who would not such a time prolong ! | 
When sweet dreams of happier and former times, 
And visions of fairer and lovelier climes, 

Like birds of Paradise wave their wings, 


Fresh from isles ambrosial, and crystal springs. 
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THE SHIP. 


It sail’d the waves like a holy bark, 

And every star shone with guiding spark, 
And all the winds were hush’'d to rest, 

And it glided along over ocean's breast, 

Soft and majestic, stately and slow, 

All bright above, and all calm below ; 

And not a storm or tempest could dare, 

To disturb or blacken the blessed air, 

And the winds were all chain’d up the while, 
And the kingly sun beam’d his brightest smile, 
And blessings were breathed from many an isle, 
And a friendly fire was on every height, 
When the gentle bark passed by at night. 


Yet no widow's son was there at sea, 
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Where the sheep of the flock in safety repose, 
And high hills of defence all the valley enclose. 


He openeth also their ear to discipline.—Job xxxvi. 10. 


They that have in much trouble been, 
They should be very wise, 
For they, oh surely, much have seen, 


Unbeheld by other eyes. 


For ‘tis in trouble’s trying hour, 
That truth by God is taught, 
Coming in all its might and power, 
With richest influence fraught. 


HUMILITY. 


Joy to the meek and lowly mind, 


The only peace that is on earth, 
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Is that which such an one doth find, 
Because it is of Heavenly birth. 


Ye holy, humble men of heart ! 
Ye, only ye, have blissful rest ! 
God doth to you e’en now impart, 


A portion of His Kingdom blest. 


THE HEAVENLY REMEDY. 
The love of the world, the passions fierce heat, 
Raise a fever we seek in vain to allay, 
Till God's Word with its influence cooling and sweet, 
Like a breeze bringing health takes its torment away. 


Then we drink of those waters which whoso shall taste, 
Shall thirst never more, but shall peacefully rest, 
Those waters which change the wilderness waste, 


To a fair fruitful field that its Maker hath blest. 
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THE HEAVENLY MIND. 


Oh blessed is the Heavenly mind, 
For it hath life and peace, 
' And oh! it seeketh and doth find 


From every care release. 


VISIONS AND DREAMS. 





Sweet were the visions seen of old, 
When trath in parables was told, 
And allegories darkly clear, 
Taught th’ inspir’d and raptur’d seer. 
Tas Haunts OF PALgstTing. 


THE POETESS. 


Bright facalties all meekly borne, 
And wreaths of glory humbly worn, ° 
True piety—affections pure— 
These form a fame which shall endure, 
For her, whose rapt, inspired lays 
Proclaim her bounteous Maker’s praise, 
And like a gentle breeze of spring, 
To others health and gladness bring. 
Lays Or THE Dove. 


I. 
I saw a fair Lily that shrunk from the gaze, 
And bow'd her meek head ‘neath the sun’s ardent rays ; 


M 
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I saw a green Palm-tree on Syrian plains, 

In its youth and its beauty all fresh after rains ; 
But few might its flourishing beauty behold, 

To the winds of the wilderness did it unfold ; 

I saw a silver Fount of the wild, | 

Lovely and lonely the desert’s child, 

As if its clear waters were only given, 

To reflect the brightness and orbs of Heaven ; 
And a Star in the even I saw arise, 

Beheld but by me, by no other eyes, 

And it shone with a radiance mild and benign, 
As the stars to some hermit retir’d might shine ; 
I heard a Dove, with a soft plaintive sound, 

In deep vallies that lofty mountains surround, 
Shut in from the world and far away, 


Where seldom the foot of the traveller might stray ; 


THE POETESS. 163 


And like these, I exclaimed, should a woman be, 
Best pleas'd when but few may hear her or see, 
Like the dew that lies hid in a flow’ret’s bell 

So pure in the depths of its fragrant cell. 


II, 

I looked again—that Lily was borne 

Far away from her bed, and was gracefully worn, 

By him who had gather'd, and plac’d in his breast, 
And the lovelier she look'd, for he priz’d it and blest ; 
I-saw the tir'd pilgrim repose in the shade, 

That the beautiful Palm-tree around her had madc, 
And the tribes of the wandering Arab drew near, 
Where the Fountain rolled on so cool and so clear, 

- There their tents had they pitched, and they prais’d the 
calm wave, 


That to the green pasture its bright verdure gave ; 
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And her voice should be heard to His glory and praise, 

Who hath given her the sweetness and charm of her 
lays ; 

Nor should she, though timid, reluctant, the feel, 

From the shade that doth hide her, her gifts to reveal, 

Keep back what the Giver of all hath design’d, 

For a blessing perchance to many a mind ; 

As modest yet bright, as the odorous Rose, 

What time, with the warm flush of summer she glows, 

And spreads as well pleas’d her leaves to the sun, 

For his Kingly beams to smile down upon. 

Lo! several gifts ‘tis God doth diffuse, 

But each to enjoy, and each to use ; 

A)l creatures in beautiful order appear, 

When fulfilling the course He hath mark’d for them clear, 

When filling the place unto them design’d, 

By the great over-ruling Paternal Mind. 
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GOD’S MERCY AND PITY. 


My pretty flower, my pretty flower, why did I cut thee down 2 

Thou that with meekest modesty, didst wear thy blossom crown ; 
But lo! I see a Hand Divine hath rais’d thee up again, 

For Heaven is gentler far than earth, and God more kind than men. 


My little bird, my little bird, why did I fright thee hence 2 
Leaving thee lone and terrified, trembling, without defence ? 
Without defence ? ah no! ah no! for God I clearly see, 
Took thee beneath His Heavenly wings, when I’d forsaken thee. 
. EMMELIN®’S HARP. 


Who redeemeth thy life from destruction, who crowneth thee with 
loving kindness and tender mercies. Psalm ciii. 4. 


The Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy. James v. 11. 


I saw a flower all sweetly grow, 
Where purest winds of Heaven blow, 
The dew came down its cup to fill, 
And gales and sunbeams blest it still, 
But for a time 'twas rent “away, 


By some rude hand, or beast of prey, 
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Or trampled by a heedless foot, 
Or tempest-smitten to the root, 
For when the next time I past there, 


Gone was its modest beauty fair. 


I came again, and God meanwhile, 
Rewakened it with sunshine’s smile, 
Reviv'd it with the breeze and dew, 

In all its pure and lovely hue, 

And then I said—“ Hereafter bloom 

Unto His praise, who chang'd thy doom, 
Who would not thou should’st be a prey, 
And who for all foes took away, 

Hath given thee double :—Flower expand ! 


Monument of God's gracious Hand ! 
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I heard, within a pleasant grove, 

A bird chaunt notes of peace and Jove, 
So sweet those warblings lone and clear, 
They captive took the listener's ear, 
Then sudden ceased the melody : 

I heard instead a plaintive cry, 

I guess’d some ruthless archer’s deed, 
Had made the harmless: minstrel bleed ; 
And went away, and mourn’d the woe, 


Which stopped that song’s delicious flow. 


I came once more—God healed the wound, 
Again was heard that music’s sound, 

And hearing it, “ Sweet bird! I said, 

But for God number’d with the dead, 

Sing to His praise, and let all hear, 


And bless thy notes so soft and clear, 


- 
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And praise the goodness and adore, 
That doth thy gush of Song restore, 
Sing on sweet minstrel of the bower ! 


Memento of God's love and power ! 
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THE LYRE. 


That soothing lyre’s heart-stirring tones for evermore shall last, 
Like a sweet song that bringeth back the memory of the past, 
Like a deep thrilling melody, that cannot be forgot, 
Like a beloved well-known voice the heart mistaketh not. 

THe LYRE OF ISMENE. 


~~ 


s 


I saw a lyre such as minstrels frame, 

When they pour through its chords their soul’s glowing 
flame, 

And it hung on a fair and stately tree, 

And gave to the gales its sweet melody. 


But when next I under that tree was found, 
I heard no more that pleasant sound, 
And I looked, and rent was each tuneful chord, 


That awhile could such glorious music afford. 


THE LYRE. 


I returned, and lo! the lyre was restrung, 
And while on the leafy branches it hung, 
The gales of the summer came murmuring by, 


And the lyre responded melodiously. 


What hand had the tuneful chords restrung ? 
And the gentle rapturous lyre there hung? 

To give forth its soothing tones to the breeze, 
_ That sported and play'd ‘mid the forest trees ? 


And there had left it till he should return, 
And his minstrel soul within him should burn, 
Till in his hand inspired taken, 


All its treasures of sound to waken. 


Oh! surely that master’s hand had right, 
Softly to touch, or boldly to smite, 


—_ 
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The lyre he had form'd and whose every string, 


Still play'd as he would, some new charm would bring. 


And each varied tone but the more could raise, 
Both the minstrel’s delight, and the minstrel’s praise, 
Whether plaintive and soothing, as founts lulling sleep, 


Or powerful as winds when at war with the deep. 
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SUMMER SOUNDS. 


There’s many a passing gale belike, doth blow among 
the reeds, 

There’s many a murmuring fountain winding hidden ‘mid 
the meads, 

A gentle summer voice the while, and yet no listener 


heeds, 


Because there's none doth go that way, the soothing 
sound to hear, 

Of breezes softly blowing, and waters murmuring clear, 

And telling of fair lovely scenes so peaceful and so 


dear. 
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But yet the time may not be far, when those sweet 
sounds shall be, | 

Praised for their power to bless and charm, when the day 
wears wearily, 

And many an one may come to hear beneath the green- 


wood tree. 


And Knights may leave the lordly hall, ladies the silken 


bower, 


To go forth for shade and coolness amid the sultry 


hour, 
And there the breeze and fount shall sound with sweet 


refreshing power. 


And then the fairy maiden of the fountain, cool and 


‘fair, 
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They shall say she hath a silver voice, singing away 
all care, 
With her pleasant water-harp combined with the whis- 


pering summer air. 
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And in the soft, green, blessed shade, 
‘That the fair and mighty cedar made, 
A lovely lily, most meek to see, 


Sprung beside it in holy humility. 


That lily was pure, that lily was white, 
With a sheen of fairest silver light, 
Oh! the snow on earth's hills, or the morning’s dew, 


Hath nought of so pure, so white a hue ! 


SONGS OF TRUTH AND FANCY. 





TO THE SPIRIT OF MILTON. 


There will I build him 

A monument, and plant it round with shade 

Of laurel, ever-green, and branching palm, 
With all his trophies hung, and acts enroll’d 

In copious legend, or sweet lyric song, 

Thither shall all the minstreé youth repair, 

And from his memory inflame their breasts, 

To deathless lays, to song’s atchievements high, 
The virgins also shall on feastful days 

Visit his tomb with flowers. 

ADAPTED FROM SAMSON AGONISTES. 





So sinks the day-star in the ocean hed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore, 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky. 
LYCIDAS. 


I, 
O Milton ! blessed bard and most divine! 


Most Heaven-inspir'd, of all the sons of song ! 


202 SONGS OF TRUTH AND FANCY. 


Earth may thy holy brows with laurel twine, 
But surely thoa, the sainted host among, 
Hast wreaths more fair than any earth can give, 


Gather’d from Eden trees that ever live. 


II. 


Thee glorious one, a golden crown doth grace, 
More radiant than the starry fires of Heaven ; 
And unto thy majestic form ’t is given, 

To mingle in that pure and happy place, 

With bards like thee of high celestial race ; 

David, Isaiah, all tuneful seers of old, 


With thee combine in joys of song untold. 


Ill. 


_ And thou with Klopstock’s shade meekly sublime, 
Dost walk in gardens of eternal life; 


By founts of inspiration free from strife ; 
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With Pollok, who Eternity and Time 
Sung nobly, in his fresh and youthful prime, 
Soon reft from earth, transported to that sphere, 


He saw ev'n upon earth in vision clear. 


IV. 
O hallow’d minstrelsy ! in Heaven dost thon 


Chernbic harp and lyre immortal wake, 
And into songs of blissful raptare break, 
Upon each everlasting mountain's brow, _ 
God and the Lamb—Christ’s reign that nought shall 
bound 
Fill your high lays with sweet exulting sound. 


Ve 


Milton! revered spirit and beloved ! 
Endeared by many a thought, to her whose lay, 


Doth venture to address thee far away, 
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From this low world, to endless bliss removed, 
How often have thy strains like a rich spell, 
Been unto me as with a healing fraught, 
A flower that had within her secret cell, 
A remedy from balmy countries brought, 
All thy sweet lays breathe a celestial air, 
Thy youth, thy age, adorn'd with virtues rare. 


VI. 


Though thou in Amaranth bowers dost joy ahd rest, 
Though of eternal rivers thou dost drink, 

Though thou art now among the seraphs blest, 
Sure earth retains thee by a gentle link, 

Once earthly, thou earth’s daughter wilt not scorn, 


Thy name resplendent shall her verse adorn. 
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VII. 

Bright star of England! glory of our far isles, 
Whose distant heavens have not the fervid ray, 
That doth th’ inspir'd and glowing Orient sway, 

Nor that which on fair Grecia ever smiles, 

On her dream-haunted streams, her groves of song, 

Nor that which sweet Italia’s bowers among, 

Is felt in gales, seen in her deep blue skies, 


Making her shores so lovely to all eyes. 


VIII. 
Yet where ‘mid all these scenes to Phoebus dear, 
Breathes there a bard, tones to each age, each land, 
Like thine ?—for to thee did appear 
All Heaven—thou on some height didst stand, 
Angels around thee, and didst see once more, 


The world’s young early morning as of yore. 
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IX. 

But not alone Adam’s fair Paradise, 
His kingly bearing, Eve’s soft lovely charm, 
And heavenly warriors warding off all harm, 

Form thy high record—no, yonder lies 

The youthful form of Lycidas—and there, 

Sweet innocence is savy'd from subtle snare,* 

Yonder the pensive pleasures throng around,t 

Or Israel's champion’s deeds thou dost declare,t 
Or with bright angels thou His birth dost sing, 
The Heaven-descended Son—the infant King,§ . 

Or seek’st the wilderness, the dreary ground, || 
Where the world’s Saviour to temptation led, 


In human form, man’s proud foe vanquished. 


* Comus. + Il Penseroso. t Samson Agonistes. 


§ Hymn on the Nativity. || Paradise Regained. 
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x. 


These, and each briefer yet delicious note, 

Whether of form beloved beheld io dreams,* 

Or blood that from the vallies’ martyrs streamst 
Whatere the visions that before thee float, 
Whatever passing ray on thee doth shine, 

All “ speak the truth of thee in glorious themes,’ f 
All show a mind inspir'd by song divine, 
In flush of youth, in manhood’s age mature, 


Still thou didst pour forth lays that aye endure. 


Xl. 
But in thy “ evil days,” when aged, blind, 


God on his servant's soul did soothing pour, 


* On his deceased Wife. 


+ On the late massacre in Piedmont. + An Elegy. 
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When earthly troubles had that soul refin’d, 
A lay, that every age and every shore, 


Shall give to fame enduring evermore.* 


* Those who have read that exquisitely beautiful and splendid piece of 
criticism on Milton, in the Edinburgh Review for August, 1825, will 
perhaps be reminded, in some parts of this poem, of some of its passages. 
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MUSIC. 


Oh ! sometimes Music communes well 
With thought, and as with magic spell 
Wakes Song from her deep fragrant cell. 


Sweet song! well pleased and joying ever, 
When she and Music link together, 


Dear loving friends that nought may sever ! 


And great are they who music loved, 
A Shakspeare’s, Milton's soul it moved, 


To dauntless Luther solace proved. 


Our country’s anthem, with high swell, 
Lofty and rich, I Jove it well, 


There too doth many a memory dwell. 


P 
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It has to me a charm ev’'n more, 
Than that Britannia loves to pour, 


Boasting her rule by sea and shore. 


» 


And there is many a lovely air, 
Of many a land, which each may share, 


Its melody so sweet, so rare. 


Yes—such are they from Scotia's braes, 
Heart-stirring or heart-touching lays, 


That may high thoughts, soft feelings raise. 


And Erin’s Melodies—O ! chords ! 
Meet to be set to loveliest words, 


As gales, leaves, founts, to warbling bird’ s ! 
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Airs of her Troubadours from France, 
Recalling how fair ladies’ glance, 
Sent Chevaliers to break the lance. 


Recalling how the Knights of yore, 
Fought in Crusades on Syrian shore, 


The holy places to restore. * 


Sweet are Italia’s songs—oh ! sweet ! 
And for her tuneful language meet, 


With charmed sound, the ear they greet. 


Meet for fair Arno’s lovely stream, 
Or where Venetian moonlights beam, 


And Adriatic waters gleam. 


* Partant pour la Syrie, 
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For princely Genoa’s splendid halls, 
Or where the pensive shadow falls, 
On Rome’s revered and ruined walls. 


Or for the bright and sunny ray 
On Naples, and her fair blue bay, 


And loveliest shores seen far away. 


Sweet are those lays, like some sweet breeze, 
On hills, or mid wild forest trees, 


Sung by the peasant Tyrolese. 


Yes sweet, and rich, simple and wild, 
Meet for a hunter's daring child, 
Or for a lowly shepherd mild. 
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To sing by mountain torrent free, 
While woods give back the minstrelsy, 
Or by their firesides merrily. 


When the sweet ties of home are strong, 
When wife and daughter join the song, 


Sing rosy, joyous babes among. 


Magnificent those glowing powers, 
Which fired Mozart’s inspired hours, 
With sounds meet for high halls and bowers ! 


Sweet are those soothing sounds which glide, 
To bosoms whose wak’d chords replied, 


Sink in the heart, and there abide. 
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Sweet is the lay to sweet words sung, 
When poet's thoughts their charms have flung, 


and to the heart their notes are strung. 


Sweetest of all in holy piles, oe 
Heard through dim, long, and lofty aisles, 
Each chaunt and hymn that grief beguiles ; 


Raising the earth-worn thoughts of pain, 
To bliss that ever shall remain, 


To join the tuneful cherub train. 


Oh sacred Music ! thine the prize, 
Whether where rich Cathedrals rise 


Where rural spires salute the eyes. 


Gr 


MUBIL. 2 


In village Church that trees embower, 
Though simple and untaught, thy power 


May sweetly soothe the sacred hour. 


Ob ! ever may an English taste, 
Preserve our holy music, grac’d 


With its own sober beauty chaste ! 


Simple and touching, grave and grand, 
Worthy our Church, worthy our land, 
Our Church musicians’ gifted band. 


And oh! I hear a deathless sound !* 
Angels themselves might gather round, 


And by them Handel might be crown'd! 


® Handel’s Messiah. 
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When strong in Inspiration's might, 
In holy thought, whose distant flight, 
Was far beyond these scenes of night. 


He, borne to sacred scenes of old, 
And to the gates that Heaven unfold, 
Like Prophet sung, “ Thy God behold.” 


He who with fire of seraph’s tongue, 
Christ’s birth, death, life, and rising, sung 


And notes to this world’s period strung. 


Sweet sung he too how Jeptha's child, © 
Pour'd her departing accents mild, 


Quitting for Heaven this earth’s rude wild.* 


* Angels ever bright and fair. 
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Of Judas, valiant in the fight, 
How from great Kings of puissant might, 
He took the spoil with glory briglit.* 


And lofty is that lay combin’d, 
And with “ immortal verse’’ entwin'd, 


Answer in every breast to find, 


That lay, which passing earth and time, 
Sings of the wreck of every clime, 


Yet 'mid fallen worlds, sings on sublime.t 


* From mighty Kings he took the spoil. 


+ The Last Man.—The Words by Thomas Campbell, Esq.; the Music 
by W. Callcott. The idea of one man surviving the whole human race, 
at the end of the world, being contrary to Revelation, was doubtless 
adopted only poelically by the gifted author, as he has given abundant 
proof of his belief of Christianity, both in this and other of his Poems. 
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THE THOUGHTFUL ONE. 


Thou, witb an angel’s soul in woman’s form, 
A palm-like mind that bends not ’neath the storm, 
Yet heart like lily, tender, pure, and meek, 
And almost for the breeze’s sport too weak. 
PORTRAITS CHARMANS. 


Some sweet thought is with thee now, 
By thy calm and pensive brow, 

By thy head which half declines, 
Where its dark brown ringlet shines 
On the snowy neck and white ; 

"Tis a thought of soft delight, 

And violet eyes all downcast keep, 
Their dear secret truc and deep ; 
Hallow'd be its lonely rest, 

Worthy of so pure a breast, 
Unprofaned by other eyes, 


As dew that ‘mid a young rose lies. 
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Some bright thought is with thee now, 
By thy upward radiant brow, 

By thine eyes whose open gaze, 

Passing vision well displays, 

Where in fervid raptor‘d glance, 

Sitteth Inspiration's trance, 

Where other forms and hues flit by, 

Than those of lower carth and sky, 

The crowned with flowcrs that never fade, 
The brightness earth's glooms never shade, 
Creatures of wings, and light, and air, 


Unburdened by all earthly care. 


Some high thought is with thee now, 
By flusht cheek, and glowing brow, 
In thy eager speaking eyes, 

A mind that grasps at high emprize, 
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By the high heroic bearing, 

As if made for noble daring, 
By the spirit’s flash of flame, 
As the thought indignant came, 
By the thrill of lofty fire, 

That to great deeds doth aspire, 
By the fine and raised head, 

By the stately look and tread. 


Some fond sad thought is with thee now, — 
By the humble, gentle brow, 

By the meek and tearful eye, 

Gazing wistful on the sky, 

And then looking down to earth, 

As the place of sorrow’s birth, 

Is it of the far away? 

The dead, the lost, the faithless, say ? 
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For others’ woes, or for thine own? 
What was it, like the wind’s wild moan, 
When over harp-strings it doth sweep, 
Memory touched, and bade thee weep? 
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THE MIND’S HORIZON. 


Tis like the line uniting sea and sky, 

Or Heaven and earth in blended boundary, 

Like the horizon when our waking hours 

Begin to join with sleep’s soft shadowy powers, 
When thoughts and dreams together seem to blend, 
Fancy commencing, reason near her end. 

One world retires, another does appear, 

We on both confines still, for ever near ; 

Or say no dreams float o'er the slumbering sprite, 
(Dreams are not always only, slumber’s right,) 
Yet sweet it is when waking consciousness, 

Has almost sunk in sleep’s forgetfulness, 

Gently unloosing with her soothing hand, 


Each mortal care’s too strong and shackling band, 
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Bearing us from a world of toil and pain, 
Into her quiet, mild, and blest domain, 
Filled with green fields of rest, and leaves of balm, 


Sweet, dewy, renovating, peaccful, calm. 
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This world may oft seem a savage wood, 
And fill'd with beasts of prey, 

And yet-it has its kind and good, 
And its angels surely are they. 


MY BOWER. 


MY BOWER. 


Sweet is my lonely bower to me, 
Whatever hour or time it be, 

Sweet beneath the morning ray, 

Sweet beneath the bright noon-day, 
Sweet in the quiet evening light, | 
Dim, dewy, bringing soothing night, 
Sweet when the stars of heaven appear;. 
With their soft sheen so calm, so clear, 
Sweet in the early days of spring, 
When tuneful birds begin to sing, 

And in the Summer's fervent heat, 

Oh still my lonely bower is sweet ; 
And in the Autumn sweet the spell, 


Sweet charm foo doth in Winter dwell, 
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Oh ever sweet my bower to me, 
Whatever season it may be ! 

Why sweet? because that Thought and Song 
There speed the golden hours along, 
Because fair Fancy's lovely dreams, . 
There shed the glory of their beams, 
Because there kindred bards I see, 
Singing to keep me company, 

Still more because I feel God's love, 
In all these good gifts. from above, 

I feel that He is ever near, 

To bless, to guide, to aid, to cheer ; 
Not only then in thee my bower, 

In crowded scene of town and tower, 
In gay and thronged banquet-room, 


Or amid trees of shadowing gloom, 


MY BOWER. 


Where like a queen fair Nature reigns, 
Far off in solitary plains, 

By unfrequented streams and hills, 
And with her beauty all things fills, 
Where’er I am, I needs must be 


_Happy—God, Thought, and Song with me ! 
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AND WAS IT THUS? 


And was it thus the hours were past, 
I deemed devoid of joy, 

Gathering the flowers that ever last, 
Whose bloom nought can destroy ? 

And was it thus with one I thought, 
Retired unseen to weep, 

Such tears with balm were surely fraught, 


And shed with joy to reap. 


And was it thus >—unguesst, alone, 
With highly favour'd ear, 
Were heard with sweet and soothing tone, 


Harps, songs of angels clear. 


AND WAS IT THUS? 


And was it thus ?—How vain to dream 
Of others aught we know! 
God only sees each shower, or beam 


He sends to them below. 
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FANCY’S MORNING. 
The fair ‘and glorious morning, 
| Is robed with brightness now, 
The.golden fruitage hanging, 
From every mellow bough, 
The gentle breeze is waving 
The trees he loves so well, 


The azure waters laving 


The meadows of the dell. 


Flowers on each side are shedding 
Odours and bloom around, 

And light the sky is spreading, 
And beauty all the ground, 
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We will go forth wherever 
Earth doth the loveliest seem, 
Now ‘mid the freshest verdure, 


Now by the meekest stream. 


T hear from out the vallies, 
The doves with soothing note, 
And a call from the young lilies, 
And through the air doth float, 
A song as from the roses, 
Bidding us come away, 
Where Summer's breath reposes, 


In fragrance all the day. 
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FAR AWAY. 


Far away in some dreamy land of old, 
Where angels might often their wings unfold ; 
Or by some river whose ancient wave, 

Does regions renowned unceasingly lave ; 

Or where the shepherd of many a tale, 
Pastured his flock in Arcadian vale ; 

There will I get me, there will I go, 

"Tis sweet to hear lonely waters flow ! 

To hear their murmurs, to see the beams | 
Of Heaven look down on their lucid streams, 
By their shining wave like them to stray, 


Where they wander and wind so far away. 
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THE ETHEREAL TOUCH. 





Touch ethereal of Heaven’s flery rod. 
SaMSON AGONISTES. 





Touch of celestial temper. 
ParabDisg£ Lost. 


There is in each bosom some secret well 
Which is opened by song as by magic spell, 
Like some seal on a treasure of genii set, 


Only removed by an amulet. 


And the light that fires the minstrel’s dream, 
Oh! ’tis a glowing and fervid beam ! 
And maketh the mind like a radiant heaven, 


Why have such mighty powers been given ? 
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Because that the minstrel like Prophet sent, 
By Heaven on merciful intent, 
May the mortal race refine and raise, 


And teach holy truths, and proclaim God's praise. 


Then call it no more a magician’s wand, 
Call it a prophet’s gifted rod, 

To loose from the thraldom of fleshly bond, 
And wing the pure spirit back to its God. 
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THE TREASURES. 


I have rich gems beneath the seas, 
That wash each lovely land of song, 

And there blows not a summer breeze, 
But wafts my treasure-ships along ; 

And I have many a rood of land, 

In the bright scenes of fairy land, 

And mine is many a spicy isle, 

Where flowers and sunshine ever smile ;sx 

Oh ye! who ‘neath that rich excess, 

A winstrel's rapturous happiness, 

Feel often as oppresst and weak, 

While tears alone your joy can speak, 


Go ye your Heavenly Maker seek ! 
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The glorious God who did bestow, 
All your bright mind’s delicious glow, 
And lean upon a Father's breast, 


In grateful, holy, placid rest ! 
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THE MINSTREL’S SLEEP. 
When the mind is o’erwearied with Song and with 
Thought, 
Like a tree that bows down ‘neath its fruit’s own 
rich load, 
With what blessing is slumber’s calm peacefulness 
fraught, 
That gift by God's tenderness sweetly bestow'd ! 
For the mind is finite, the flesh is frail, 


And trouble and care earth’s best pleasures assail. 


To lie down to rest with a dew on the mind, 

A soft, balmy dew fallen from Eden's own bowers, 
To feel the Protection of Love ever kind, 

And Mercy Almighty renewing our powers, 
To feel from all waking solicitudes rest, 


Oh! this maketh sleep most healing, most blest ! 
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THE RECORD OF THE HOURS. 


How sweet it was at morn to rise, 

When her fair light was in the skies, 

And her soft dews lay thick around, 

On all the fresh and pleasant ground, 
Gemming each herb, and flower, and tree, 


How sweet to rise with Poesy ! 


How sweet it was at bright noon-day, 
To.glow. with song, to pour the lay, 
To be beneath the fervent beam, 

All rapt in a delicious dream, 

Not bloom of flower, or shade of tree, 


So sweet as thou sweet Poesy ! 


THE RECORD OF THE HOURS. 


How sweet it was at evening hour, 
Tranquil and thoughtful in my bower, 
To watch some bright and lonely star, 
Like eye of Heaven look out afar, 
And while dew fell on flower and tree, 


How sweet to sing my minstrelsy ! 
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THE HERMITAGE—A TALE. 


A little lowly Hermitage it was, 

Down in a dale, hard by a forest’s side, 

Far from resort of people, that did pass 

In travel to and fro: a little wide 

There was an holy Chappel edifide, 

Wherein the Hermit duly wont to say 

His holy things each morn and even-tide : 

Thereby a Crystal stream did gently play 
Which from a sacred fountain welled forth alway. 


SPENSER’s FAIRY QUEEN.—Edit. 1679. 


Softly morning's sun was shining 
On the green and velvet moss, 
On the flowers their bloom entwining, 


On the white and holy Cross. 


There.the young and sweet Clarilda, 
And her own betrothed were, 
He the noble brave Abdallah, 


Stately tree and blossom fair. 
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Time the hours about was bringing, 
When the holy Priest should blend, 

In one knot those fond hearts clinging, 
Which nought should asunder rend. 


Gently thus unto her lover, 
Then the lovely maiden spoke, 

“¢ God be praised and blessed for ever ! 
He hath burst thy Paynim yoke ! 


Thou wert once an alien stranger, 
Now thou art gathered to the fold, 
Now no more a wandering ranger, 


Thou hast found the blest strong-hold. 


Yet I could ev'n now be weeping, 


Thou must leave yon hermit sire, 
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This hermitage so safely keeping, 


Both from thine own country’s ire. 


Sweetly in this sylvan dwelling, 
Have our hours been past away, 
He to thee God's truths still telling, 


Sweetly hath been past each day. 


Oh ! amid these leaves and blossoms 
With thee it were sweet to live, 
This world’s pomp within our bosoms 


Then should never anguish give. 


But I know a Christian maiden, 
Ought to joy her lover goes, 
Where with conquests richly laden, 


Christians fight our Paynim foes. 
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Only O my own beloved ! 
‘When thou shalt be far away, 
Oh! be not the thought removed, 


Of each sweet and blameless day. 


Think of me, and each pure pleasure, 
We amid these woods have known, 
Of yon fountain’s silver treasures, 


. These arcades with flowers o ergrown. 


Think of these when many a glory 
Shall be on thy lofty brow, 
When thou art sung in minstrel story, 


When princes shall thy name avow. 


Shall bright lamps at stately banquets, 
Be unto thy heart more dear, 
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Than those crimson golden sunsets, 


We so oft have watched here ? 


Shall high halls and honoured places, 
With these fair green woods compare, 
With these flowrets’ simple graces, 


With these waters meek and fair ? 


Where shall canopy be spreading, 
Over mighty chieftain’s seat, 
Like this bower of roses shedding, 


All around their odours sweet ? 


Thou wilt be in minsters splendid, 
When the choir shall sweetly sing, 

But ‘tis when pure thoughts rise blended, 
Prayer is dear to Heaven's high king. 


TBE HERMITAGE. 


Shalt thou know more warm emotion, 
Than I here have witnessed oft ? 
That meek Cross to stir devotion, 


Holy love combining soft ! 


O Abdallah think upon me ! 
On the hours we here have past, 
Let them be a spell unto thee ; 
Hallow'd charm that aye shall last ! 


Think upon yon white Cross standing, 
Where we two so oft have knelt, 
In high station when commanding, 


Mayst thou feel as thou hast felt ! 
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CLOUDS. 


Clouds that with wild fantastic form, 
And pomp of varied hues, 
Now shroud tite terror of the storm, 


Now blessings mild diffuse : 


With the fresh light of morning glow, 
With evening’s rose-tints blush, 
Now in a shower of mildness flow, 


Now driven by tempest’s rush : 


_ Like floating robes through heaven ye glide. 
Rich with the sun’s fair light, 
Like chariots of the glorified, 


Like steeds for horsemen bright. 


THE RAINBOW. 


THE RAINBOW. 


The loveliest form the skies can show 
Is in those soothing hours, 
When the mild peaceful Heavenly bow 


Is seen amid the showers. 


Painted spite of the gloom around 
By mighty Love Divine, 

Fairer than hues of earthly ground, 
That gentle token sign. 


But, oh! too soon to pass away, 
Too heavenly for our earth, 
Long to behold the fair display, 


Of tints of heaven’s own birth ! 
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Blessed shall they be who shall view 
That Throne where there is found, 
A Rainbow of unfading hue, 
That bright seat to surround.* 


® Rev. iv. 3. 
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THE REPLY OF THE FIG-TREE. 


Judges ix..11. Bat the Fig-tree said anto them, should I forsake my 
sweetness and my good fruit, and go to be promoted over the trees? 


Leave me alone—I want no more, 
I am rich with my fruits an abundant store ; 
Sweetness by God has been given to me, 


I am a blest and a favour'd tree. 


The dews of Heaven on my branch and root, 
The summer sunshine to mellow my fruit, 
What want I more! much has been given, 


And I am content with the bounty of Heaven. 


Blessings are on me and all around, 
My fruitage bows me down to the ground, 
Leave me alone, leave me in peace, 


My glory, my fruits and their rich increase. 
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THE SONGSTRESS. 


How sweetly she sung by the wild sea-shore ! 
As if charming to rest the billow’s roar, 
Till the listening sea-maids came trooping round, 


And the dolphins leapt with exulting bound. 


How sweetly she sung where the many winds, 
That the Tempest-King from their chains unbinds, 
Burst forth tumultuously sweet and free, 


Singing with her in harmony ! 


How sweetly she sung in those blowing hours, 
Among hills, and vallies, and leafy bowers ; 
When every gale and every breeze, 


Swept over a thousand streams and trees ! 
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How sweetly she sung when the woods were still, 
When Silence reigned upon dale and hill, 
And all was husht in a meekness mute, 


Save perchance some gentle shepherd's late ! 


How sweetly she sung ’mid the birds of spring, 
She loved ’mid the grove’s own minstrels to sing, 
To hymn the young leaves and the early flowers, 
Mild sunshines, bright rainbows, soft gales, sweet 


showers ! 


How sweetly she sung ‘mid the fairy maids, 
That haunt the sylvan glens and glades, 
That far in the flowery green meadows keep, 


By lonely fountains and forests deep ! 


254 SONGS OF TRUTH AND FANCY. 


THE HARPRESS. 


How can I deem her other than blest, 
Balm in her heart, peace in her breast, 
Song on her lips, while by her doth stand, 
A harp bestowed by no mortal hand ? 


Her moments of rapture, her hours of thought, - 
Her lays with the fragrance of Eden fraught, 
Oh! happy, happy I ween she must be 
With her sweet and thrilling minstrelsy ! 


Oh! that which others can little dream, 
Is the source to some of exulting theme! 
Oh! that which others nor hear nor see, 


Maketh them blest exceedingly ! 
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God giveth ever a sheltering bower, 

Tothe blossom with Eden’s own bloom on her flower, 
God giveth the heavens unto the star, 

That shall send forth its mild sweet light from afar. 


Pray we only as Christians should pray, 
For her of the vision, her of the lay, 
That hely, meek, grateful humility, 


May be her's in the midst of her minstrelsy. 


Yes—I am happy, mine own dear friend ! 
Let the thought to thee as an angel descend, 
An angel of peace, and light and love, 


Come down to earth from the Heavens above. 


Thou hast judged me truly—I knew that thou, 


Didst ever read me, wouldst read me now, 
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That thou hadst an eye to see far and true, 
What many another with wonder did view. 


Yes—pray for me ever, mine own friend dear ! 

Thy prayers guardian wings shall hover near ; 

Thy prayers like incense from dewy wreath, 

Shall bless me much when to Heaven they breathe ! 
Pray God to give me a thankful heart, 

The grace of humility to impart, 

That my gifts may be to the Giver's praise, 

That many be blest, be taught by my lays. 
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A REMINISCENCE. 


Memory touches the years that are past 
With a beautiful tint that nought can destroy, 
Entwines them with flowers that ever shall last, 


Of each pure delight, and each innocent joy. 


How sweet were those days by my valley's stream, 
When Song first marked me for her own, 
When first I dreamt her delicious dream, 


When first I learnt her enchanting tone! 


Oh! those bright many-coloured leaves, 
In October’s Autumn garland found, 
Then did I know how song enweaves, 


All the hues that on earth are found. 
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Since then have been many such days, such hours, 
Through the goodness of God in His gift of Song, 
But ‘tis meet I remember my native bowers, 


And the early joys their shades among. 
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EARLY ASSOCIATIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS. 


How sweet in after years to trace, 
When first the spirit learnt to glow, 
When Fancy first o'er time and place, 


Her own enchanted tints could throw ! 


Fair pastoral vale ! in thy soft scene, 
How dear the thought of other times ! 
Thy stream, thy trees, thy meadows green, 


Could well recall the fairest climes ! 


There first could Fancy brightly shine, 
On Patriarchal fields of yore, 
On the fair haunts of Palestine, 


On Jordan's wave, Gennesaret’s shore. 
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There first those Scripture tales were taught, 
Then first those Scripture tales were dear, 
And what is then so sweet to thought, 
Does ever after bright appear. 


There first Imagination threw 
On Classic scenes her colouring fair, 
Seemed their Arcadian charms to view, 


And seemed to breathe their fragrant air. 


There first were loved sweet Fairie lays, 
And Gothie scenes of bright Romance, 
And Chivalry’s sweet storied days, 


Of gleaming sword, and spear, and lance. 


My native vale, my native vale, 


Cradle of feelings, thoughts, and dreams 


EARI.Y ASGOCIATIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS. 


Can fond remembrance ever fail, 


Oft to recall thy fields and streams ? 


Those murmuring streams are in my ear, 
Those quiet fields, those orchards fair, 
Those rural habits—objects dear, 


The hues of memory they wear. 


Each simple tale, tradition old, 
Yet lingering ‘mid the village throng, 
And the warm hearts that oft unfold, 


The artless, rustic band among. 


The Sabbath eve—the flooded swell 
Of waters in the winter honrs— 
Covering the green and pastoral dell— 


The early lambs—the first spring flowers. 
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They keep their sheep, they train their vines, 
To wells their daughters guide 
Flocks, when morn breaks, or day declines 


To water thence supplied. 
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A SKETCH. 


I’ve seen an old, poor man, who oft hath mov'd 
In me admiring reverence—for he seems, 

As one of those poor members, in whom shines 
The stamp of his great Master. "Tis beautiful 
To see this aged man upon a Sabbath day, 
Within the House of God—seen too, daly no less 
At the Lord's Table, doubtless a welcome guest. 
Cleanly his whole appearance—so well kept : 
His Sunday coat—yet he is very old, 

He slowly walks supported on a stick 

Through the church aisle—on his face such meekness ! 
And such piety and peace !—you cannot look 


Nor feel tender respect, and venerating love— 
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So constant at God's House—surely he is one, 
Who when he dies, shall be in Abraham's breast, 
And higher yet, the bosom of his Lord, 


And shall among the saints in glory shine. 
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THE FLOWERY CORONAL. 


Crown me not with gems that shine 
In the main, or in the mine, 
Crown me but with lovely flowers, 


That adorn the banks and bowers ! 


Gems are drawn out from the dark and the deep, 

Where poor wretches are toiling, where sea-monsters 
keep, 

But flowers, the simple, the sweet, the fair, 


Oh they breathe all of sunshine, of dews, of air ! 


They tell tales of true swains and faithful maids, 
Loving and happy in rural shades, 
Of fountain’s side, when the birds and the bees 


Are joyful among the blossoms and trees ! 
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Gems are for high king and lord, 
To queen or noble dame afford, 
* Splendour for some lofty place, 


When gay brilliant halls they grace. 


But flowers, sweet flowers, for all are they, 
To king and to peasant they charms display ! 
They grow round the lowly shepherd’s home, 
They grow round the noble’s stately dome. 


The village girl twines them in her hair, 
The lady owns their loveliness fair, 
Flowers ! sweet flowers! there's none but seek 


For their balmy fragrance, their beauty meek. 


Gems are but for festal day, 


But sweet flowers all times array ; 
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Deck the bride, and strew the dead, 
Like true friends that never fled ; 


Oh ! give me the friendship like these says my lay, 
The same in the troublous and joyous day, 
The charm of our youth, the charm of our age, 


With something ever to soothe and engage. 


Oh crown me with flowers !—give gems to those 
To whom heartless splendour so brightly glows, 
Give me flowers! sweet and dear, and fair to the last, 


And fragrant when summer and beauty are past. 
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THE FLOWER GIRL. 


No—the pearl I do not seek, 


Crown me with the lily meek ; 


-For others let the ruby shine, 


But the blushing rose be mine. 


Give to some the emerald’s sheen, 
But to mé the myrtle green! 
And in sparkling diamond's place, 


The white snowdrop’s modest grace. 


For the amethyst's deep hue 
Give to me the violet blue ; 
Gold and silver may bring care, 


Give to me the daisy fair. 


THE FLOWER GIRL. 


Give the dear “ Forget me not !" 
Growing in some hidden spot, 
Azure turquois cannot vie 


With its pure celestial dye. 
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TO A FRIEND. 


May it come o’er thee and thy thoughts dear friend, 
Like a soft breath of balm at summer eve 

Amid the fragrant shrubs and balmy trees, 

Like low sweet sound of waters heard ’mid heat 

Of sultry day—like pleasant song of bird 

In time of Spring, the memory of thy true love 


To me. 
La CHINSA. 


If it was thou indeed my friend, 
If it indeed was thou, 
Who didst such heavenly succour lend 


Once in sore need—hear now : 


Sure God did guide thee so to do, 
Sure it was good and blest ; 
God for Christ’s sake dear friend and true 


Receive thee into rest, 


TO A FRIEND. 


When that the time shall come at last 
Day yet I trust afar, 
When all earth’s glories shall be past, 


Like some pale waning star. 


For there are needs not earthly needs, 
But of the deathless mind, 
And one who in due season feeds, 


A sure reward shall find. 


I know that the immortal soul 
Hath guardian spirits round, 
To help it with divine controul, 


When most doth need abound; 


e 
Sure they must then have been with thee ! 


If it was thou, and though - 
T 
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This may be still a mystery, 


That I am not to know; 


Yet oh! most precious is the guess, 
A thought for ever dear, 
Ever to soothe and sweetly bless, 


Like angel hovering near. 


Farewell my friend !—oh! for this deed 
May God remember thee ! 
If thine, and mercy be thy meed, 


For such an act to me. 


‘And oh! if not, thine heart so frame, 


And fan the good in thee, 
Into a pure and heavenly flame, 


That all shall joy to see. 
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I &now our hearts each other read, 
And from an early hour ; 
O’er both God's grace for ever spread, 


All guardian love and power. 


God to earth's latest day dear friend, 
Bless thee, and thine, and me; 
And ever more with might defend 


From every enemy. 
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FAVOURED MOMENTS. 


Oh ! when the heart glows, when the mind is strong, 
When the spirit is piercing, vigorous, and clear, 
When thought is feeling, and feeling song, 


How sweet, how happy, the hours appear ! 


How quickly they pass '—their winged feet 
Over bright flowers that never shall die, 
Whose odours balmy, and blessed, and sweet, 


Come from the gardens that are on high. 


Oh! what, save communing sweet with a friend, 
‘Is like the lone hours of song and thought ? 
When reason and fancy together blend, 


And reflection—emotion—are both high wrought. 
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STRANGE THINGS. 


There are things sometimes arise 
Baffling most discerning eyes, 
Vain the wisdom of the wise, 
Here in vain its skill it tries, 
For it far beyond it hes, 

Yet some gifted eyes will see 
Far into the mystery. 


Some can but the outside spy, 
Deeper sees the gifted eye, 
And it also looks more high, 
For it can much, much descry 
In the earth, and in the sky, 
Others never, never see, 


Not dreamt in their philosophy. 
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The Son of God goes forth to war 
A kingly crown to gain: 
His blood-red banner streams afar! 
Who follows in his train ? , 


Who best can drink his cup of woe, 
Triumphant over pain, 

Who patient bears his cross below, 
He follows in His train ! 


* @ @# 8# @© &© #@ &©* &@ © & @ 


A noble army—men and boys, 
The matron and the maid, 
Around the Saviour’s throne rejoice, 
In robes of light array’d. 


They climb’d the steep ascent of Heaven, 
Through peril, toil, and pain ! 
Oh God! to us may grace be given 
To follow in their train ! 
HEBER’s HYMN FOR ST. STEPHEN’s Day. 





HEBREWS xi. 33, 34. anp xii. 1, AND PART OF 2. 


Oh! mighty were they of former time, 


Who performed through faith great things and sublime ! 
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Who subdued kingdoms, who righteousness wrought, 
Who obtained promises passing all thought, 

Who stopp’d lions’ mouths, quenched the violence of 

fire, 

Escaped the sword that their blood did desire, 

Out of weakness made strong, waxing valiant in fight, 
Turning the aliens’ armies to flight. 

Lo! this cloud of witnesses compass around 

The soldiers of Christ on their battle ground ! 

A glorious host ! with enwreathed brow, 

Who are waving their palms of victory now ; 

Oh! Jet us then lay each weight aside, 

Fight as they fought, and die as they died ! 

Let not the sin that besets us with ease, 

Keep us back from such glories immortal as these ! 

Let us run with patience the appointed race, 


And to Jesus look for His heavenly grace. 
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WARFARE.* 


Grant that ke may have power and strength to have victory, and to_ 
triumph against the devil, the world, and the flesh. 
Pusiic Baptism OF INFANTS. 


We receive this cbild into the congregation of Christ’s flock ; and sign 
him with the sign of the Cross, in token that hereafter he shall not be 
ashamed to confess the faith of Christ crucified, and manfully to fight | 
under his banner, against sin, the world, and the devil ; and to continue 
Christ’s faithful soldier and servant unto his life’s end. 


IBID. 
The fight must be fought, the race must be won, 
The prayer must be offer'd, the work must be done, 
The armour is ready thy covering to be, | 


The course is mark'd out, and waits only thee ! 


* This Poem was written before “ The Rectory of Valehead ” was pub- 


lished. Some may perceive in it a resemblance to the Poems in that 
hook entitled * God’s Conscript.” 
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Up! up! why sittest thou here ? 
In the air, in the earth there are sounds of fear ; 
In the air, in the earth, there are jovs divine ; 


Why sittest thou here in sloth supine ? 


Lo! I hear the sound of the battle-cry, 
And the field of warfare is in mine eye, 

For the hosts of God rush on to the fight, 
And the foe flies before their heavenly might. 


Come! let us join them—away! away ! 

The banners wave wide and the Cross display ! 
I feel, I feel the thrilling strife, 

For the war is for glory—the combat for life! 


282 SONGS OF THE WARS. 


SONG OF THE MILITANT. 


Wherefore take unto you the whole armour of God, that ye may be 
able to withstand in the evil day, and having done all to stand. 
Eph. vi. 13. 

Oh maiden! thou must win thy way, 

Where there is many a beast of prey, 

Thy path is o'er a perilous ground 

Many a foe will there be found, 

The fiery dragon, hissing snake, 


Are in the course that thou dost take. 


Yet faery* damsel there is store 

Of weapons glorious of yore, 

The charmed sword, the mighty shield, 
Which hath gain’d many a famous field, 


* Faery is here used in the same manner as by SPENSER, 
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On which there hath been laid a spell 
Each impious enemy to quell, 
That gained the victor high renown, 


That won the bright immortal crown. 


Then fear thou not—thy path pursue— 
Lo! winged warriors I view 

Around thee—be all fear defied, 

A host shall combat at thy side, 

The air is full of armed powers, 

Many fell foes, but more friends ours, 
Spirits in glory leave their rest, 


To combat in the warfare blest. 
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THE HOLY SWORD. 


Like some spell-made sword ‘twas wrought, 
Wherewith elfin warrior fought ; 

Like some charmed and burnish'd lance, 

In brave fields of old Romance ; 

Like those angel spears divine, 

Which ’mid heavenly legions shine ; 

Meet to fight the hosts of sin, 

And the victory to win, 

Meet for battles of the Lord, 


That same radiant glorious sword ! 


Oh! dim not its bright and its glorious shine, 


Save in the battles of Palestine ! 
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"Tis for the war of the Red-Cross made, 
Where the holy banners abroad are display'd, 
Champion girded by Heavenly hand, 

Know well to honour thy holy brand ; 

Nor draw it save in a worthy cause, 

So shall it gain thee eternal applause ; 

So thy glory shall beam with lasting ray, 


So never thy laurels shall fade away. 
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THE CHARMED AND GUARDED. 


No evil thing shall work thee harm, 
From serpent's deadly coil I charm ; 
This celestial weapon take, 

Tread on dragon, adder, snake ; 
Thou art safe by land or sea, 

Wild nor wave can peril thee ; 
Beast of prey aloof shall keep, 

Or bow down in submission deep ; 
Hosts of darkness in the air, 

For thee may their darts prepare, 
But thou art safe in holy care ; 
Snares on earth though thou mayst meet, 


Yet they shall not take thy feet ; 


THE CHARMED AND GUARDED. 


Syrens’ songs, nor billows’ roar, 
Fatal whirlpool, rock, nor shore, 
Ever shall hurt thy vessel slight, 

It shall sail the waves with might ; 
Sure its anchor, strong its stay, 
Blest its mild and guiding ray ; 
Go—thou art safe, thou art secure, 


Heaven's keeping is for ever sure ! 
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THE FLESH AND THE SPIRIT. 


Let not earth thy soul debase, 
Creature of a higher race! 

Though thou art prison’d now in clay, 
Thy soul is of the eternal ray. 


Spurn the narrow bounds of earth, 
Soar upward to thy place of birth, 


Scorn the littleness of time, 


Mount to eternity sublime.. 
THE WHITE BANNERS. 


The spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak. Mat. xxvi. 41. 


And these are contrary the one to the other; so that ye cannot do the 
things that ye would. Gal. v. 17. 


A soul of fire in a prison of clay, 

In a form of dust, a bright heavenly ray ; 
Dull matter—quick ethereal spirit, 
These do Adam’s race inherit ; 

Strange compound—ill ye often blend, 


Flesh would grovel—soul ascend— 
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Flesh pulls down when soul would fly, 
Struggling each for mastery ; 

The body with the slightest pain, 

Tries the soul with galling chain ; 

Yet oft the soul will scorn her power, 

But the flesh is a weak and feeble flower, 

And the soul like a mighty bird in its rage, 

Will wear and will wear its earthly cage ; 

The inward fire will fret away 

The bounds that sought its course to stay ; 

The flesh would sleep, when the soul would wake, 
The soul would fast, when flesh food would take ; 
The soul would repose wrapped up in thought, 
When the body with earthly cares is distraught ; 
The soul would fly on heaven-ward wings, 


When the body is troubled for many things ; 
U 
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For I am a thing most weak and slight, 

And in God alone have I power and might ; 

And I feel even now a hurt, and a wound, 

And by Him alone to be healed and bound— 

And I may be drooping these many days. 

But I shall not die, but live to sing praise !* 

I have fought a good fight,t for my God was 
with me, 


And He gained for me the victory !” 


* Psalm cxviii. 17. J shall not die, but live: and declare the works 
of the Lord. 
+ 2 Tim. iv. 7, 
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1 COR. I. FIVE LAST VERSES. 
By things most weak does God delight 
To shew the greatness of His might ; 
By things that men the most despise, 
To gain Him honour in man’s eyes ; 
By things deemed foolish, to abase 
The wise, the self-sufficient race, 
By things which are not, brings to nought 
What was so great, so powerful thought, 
And worldly pomp’s vain sheen doth dim, 
That none should glory before Him ; 
For Christ unto His own is made, 
Their wisdom and their holy aid ; 
Their righteousness, redemption He, 
That all their glorying may be, 
In Him, and in nought else beside 


By Him their every need supplied. 
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PSALM LXXVI. 


In Judzea God is known, 
His name is great in Israel ! 

In Salem has He fixed His throne, 
And in Zion loves to dwell. 


There brake He arrows of the bow, 
There the battle, shield, and sword, 

The mighty there did overthrow, 
Nought did to their hands afford. 


More of honour, more of might, 
Than the hills where robbers hide 

All the spoil they took in fight, 
And amid their prey abide. 


PSALM LXXVI1. 


The proud are robbed ; their sleep is slept ; 
They awoke and nothing. found ; 
God His own defended—kept ; 


Zion's towers are holy ground. 


At thy rebuke O Israel’s God! 
Chariot and horse fell down ; 
Feeling thy chastising rod, 


Thou who wear’st dominion’s crown ! 


Thou even Thou art to be fear'd— 
Who may in Thy presence stand ? 

When Thy judgment’s voice is heard, 
When Thou show'st Thy scourging hand. 


Yes—'twas even heard from Heaven, 


Earth did tremble and was:still, 
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God arose—His judgment given, 


His meek ones with His help to tend. 


Man’s fierceness to Thy praise shall turn— 
Their fierceness Thou shalt well refrain— 
Pride’s aspiring flames may burn, 


But Jehovah can restrain. 


Promise to the Lord and keep 
All around that see His might ; 
Bring presents with submission deep, 


Fear and homage are His right. 


Princes’ spirits he'll refrain, 


~ 


Wonderful among earth's kings ; 
The helpless cause doth He maintain, 


To the weak His succour brings. 
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WEAKNESS AND STRENGTH. 


Without me ye can do nothing. John xv. 5. 
I can do all things through Christ who strengtheneth me. Philip. iv. 13. 


O weak, and foolish, and treacherous heart ! 
Thou hast no strength, no power of thine own, 
What art thou when God does depart ? 


What art thou when He leaves thee alone? 


- A slender reed, that the wind bows down— 
A fragile flower, that the blast may shake— 
That cannot abide the winter's frown, 


From which summer’s sun can the beauty take. 


'- A silly bird, with fluttering wing, 


Still hovering too near the fatal snare, 
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Where the arrow is ready upon the string, 


Where the hawk is at chase in fields of air. 


A lamb, from the pasture prone to stray, 
And venture nigh the wolf and the wood, 
To turn from the safe and peaceful way, 


The calm, and the pleasant, and right, and good. 


But, oh ! when thy blessed God is near, 

With His saving grace, with His guiding light, 
Strong as the cedar dost thou appear, 

Unhurt by the tempest’s furious might ! 


Then the bird a sure refuge has found, 
A rock of defence, a lofty hill, 
Where no foe prowls about, but safe is the ground, 


Safe and secure, quiet and still. 
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Then the lamb in the pasture 'bides, 
The fair green pasture, and for her meet, 
Where the good Shepherd for ever guides, 


By the waters of comfort so blest and sweet. 


Oh ! canst thou ever these things forget ? 
These things by experience so often taught ? 
*Hast thou suffered so many things as. yet, 


All in vain, and all for nought ? 


Ob! wilt thou ever cease to pray ? 
Wilt thou not keep thee close to God ? 
Still cling to His arm, and love His sway, 


And walk in His path, and kiss His rod. 


* Galatians iii. 4. Have ye suffered so many things in vain? if it be 
yetin vain? 
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Then wilt thou be safe, and His staff shall guide, 
His crook recall, His strength give aid, 
And under His shadow shalt thou abide, 
_ So thou needest to be naught afraid. _ 


And heed not although the foe insult 
Over thy weakness, thy nature frail— —_ 
God strength can renew, and bid thee exult, 


In the love that never thy trast shall fail. 


A God is He for the time of need— 
For the troublous day—for the trying hour, 
In slippery paths, stumbling ways, to lead, 
And through deceitful pleasures bower. 


WEAKNESS AND STRENGTH. 301 


When thou feelest thy footsteps give way and yield, 
Call upon Him, He can hold thee then, 

And back from the wild, and the ambush-feld, 
Conduct to His calm safe pasture again. 


Child of His love !—sheep of His flock ! 
On thy Father, thy Shepherd imploring call ; 
He will set thy feet on the rock,* 


He will deliver from danger and thrall. 
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THE INSPIRED WRITERS. 


O lovel} simplicity of truth ! 
Candour! in Heaven's own immortal youth— 
Ingenuousness of grace divine— 


Holy Book of God! these charms are thine ! 


We hear the inspired historians speak 

Of themselves and their brethren—the strong and the 
; weak— 

The good and the bad—the triumph—the fa]l— 


Defeat and conquest—we hear of them all. 


They are no “faultless monsters,” unnaturally good, 
Not angels, but mortals, with Heaven’s strength 


endued, 
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_ And if they transcend all others beside, 


"Tis by trust in Him who assisted, who died. 


Their feelings like—their passions the same, 
As those that thrill our mortal frame, 
If they in themselves had superior powers, 


Could their lives narrated benefit ours ? 


Yet mark what great things by them were done— 
What marvels wrought—what atchievements won— 
And only by patient prayer and faith, - 


Conquering earth, heaven, and life, and death ! 


They were not of those extravagant schools, 
Where the sages profest became very fools, 
In them is the true stoic firmness combin’d, 


With the tender heart, and the humble mind ! 
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Hence strength without boasting or pride behold ! 
Courage with nothing haughty or cold— 
But with all that is loving, gentle, and meek, 


Soft and compassionate to the weak. 


Hence behold sorrow, without despair, 
Joy, that her bliss can soberly bear ; 
O blessed wisdom, taught from above ! 


_ ‘Phy soul is all virtue! thy heart is all love! 


Every promise behold fulfill'd ! 
Every wave tumultuous still'’d ! 
The Lord, (let His praises never cease) 


Giveth his people strength and peace.* 


* Psalm xxix. 10. 
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How dost thou more than realize, 

All the dreams of this world’s wise! 

Holy Philosophy ! God’s own Word! 

From prophets, apostles, and Jesus heard ! 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Song ! thou dost bright and glorious appear, 

But thy soothing, far more than thy fame is dear ; 
Thou art sweetest when singing of peace, and of love, 
Of true hearts below, and a Father above ; 

And when these give the Lyre a charm all their own, 
The minstrel is blest, though unheard, and alone ; 
For the heart hath many a sorrowing hour, 

When it needs a deep spell, with a lulling power, 
Like the weeping babe, till husht to rest, 

In its mother’s arms, on its mother’s breast ; 

A tear for a tear, a sigh for a sigh, 


And hearts to the heart to make reply, 


INTRODUCTION. 307 


Is the fame such lays ask, and all they desire, 

And this is the loveliest wreath for the Lyre ; 
Touching and holy—gentle and mild, 

Shedding balm on the heart of Song's pensive child ; 
A cooling shade round the weary brow, 

When fame’s rays would all too fervently glow ; 

An influence healing, heavenly, benign, 


The gift to poor mortals of Love Divine. 
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MIZPAH. 


The Lord watch between me and thee, when we are absent one from 
another.— Genesis xxxi. 49.* 


See! now thou art going a weary way, 

When a weary way lies between us two, 
And I shall sigh for many a day, 

Before again thy dear face I view, 
Then may the Lord watch ’twixt me and thee, 
When absent we shall from each other be. 


I shall not hear, I shall not know, 
I shall not be by, when of me they speak, 
And the treacherous hand may deal a blow, 


If the memory of friendship waxeth weak ; 


* My attention was first drawn to this beautiful verse, by being told of a 
lady, who has the word “‘ Mizpah” engraven on a seal. 
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Therefore, the Lord watch ‘twixt me and thee, 
While absent we shall from each other be. 


I shall think of thee, and my prayer shall rise - 
Ever to God for thy dear sake ; | 
Ev'n so do thon, lift up thine eyes, 
And for me the voice of prayer awake, 
And so shal] the Lord watch ‘twixt thee and me, 
While absent we shall from each other be. — 
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A MOTHER’S LOVE. 


“Why flow these tears fast down thy cheek ? 
Why art thou with grief opprest ? 

"Tis true I am old, and sickly, and weak, 
But sadder is youth distrest ! 


"Tis true I am widow’'d, bow’d down, and reft, 
I am like a dissevered tree, 
That the winter storm in twain hath cleft, 


Yet still can I shelter thee. 


Come, come, and sit in thy mother’s bower, 
My daughter ! by her fire-side, 
For I see that grief doth overpower, 


With thy mother thou shalt abide. 


A MOTHER'S LOVE. 311 


Thy brothers and sisters the board around, 
In their youthful mirth and glee, 
Would but pain the more thy bosom'’s wound, 


To-night abide with me.” 


“O mother, dear! thy kindness and love, 
Does sooth me with heavenly balm, 

"Tis gentle and tender, like His above, 
Yet strong as the unbending palm ! 


Yes—I will stay with thee, will tell 
Each sorrow to love like thine, 
Oh! rich is the blessing, the charm, the spell ! 


A mother’s love is Divine ! 


312 SONGS OF THE HEART. 


Oh ! such love I ween is sweet to thought, 
- And in memory ever green, 
A holy wreath that in Heaven was wrought, 


Where Eden flowers are seen. 


And such thoughts return in after years, 
Like a gale from a heavenly shore, 
And the memory that happy place endears, 


Where true love shail be evermore. 
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EVENING. 


There's many a soothing, musing eve, 
Gentle and soft, for those who grieve, 
When in a thousand touching ways, 

God's love beams round with comfort’s rays ; 
And wise and holy thoughts prevail, 
Tempering each passion-stirring gale ; 

Ah ! then we feel to all resigned, 
Heayen’s balmy dew-drops steep the mind, 
And as a crusht and bruised flower, 

Will feel mild ray, or gracious shower, 
And raise its drooping head once more, 
And bud forth all its fragrant store, 

To clothe the heart at such a time, 


Freshened with dews from Eden’s clime. 


314 SONGS OF THE HEART. 


Each thrill of lofty, earthly pride, 
Does in a blessed calm subside ; 

The bad are pitied and forgiven ; 
The loved commended unto heaven ; 
We seem in some far land away, 
Beyond each evil feeling’s sway, 
Beyond each trouble and each care, 
Where all is happy, calm, and fair, 
Some guarded nook, some quiet nest, 


The sweet abode of peace and rest. 
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“THE FATHER OF MERCIES AND THE GOD OF 
ALL COMFORT."* 


Whatever may our trouble be, 
A heavenly balm hath piety, 
A soothing spell hath poesy. 


The world may vex us or may wrong, 
But Piety doth make us strong, 


And there is many a charm in Song. 


The foe may slander us—the bad 
May try all ways to make us sad, 


All vain, if God doth make us glad. 


* 2 Cor. i. 3. 
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If He doth pour His balms, our wound 
Be sure shall soon be healed and sound, 


And malice and her darts confound. 


If He doth with His grace inspire, 
Such sounds shall flow from thee, sweet Lyre ! 
As all the good shall charm and fire. 


For how can man 'gainst God succeed ? 
Go to Him if thy bosom bleed ! 


Go to Him in thy every need ! 


If God doth care, then why need we? 
Oh! well may Christians cheerful be ! 


Blest with sweet peace that all may see. 
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Beneath His wings abide and stay, 
Empty thou shalt not come away, 
He will to thee His love display. 


A Father He, and He doth feel 
Tenderly both thy woe or weal, 
His sympathy He will reveal. 


A Father hath a Father's breast, 
A heart to pity thee distrest, 
Go to Him, and find peace and rest. 


Will not a Father all provide 
For His dear children, and those guide 


For whom their elder Brother died } 
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He doth in all thy woes partake, 


He will not leave thee or forsake, 


His love thy constant refuge make. 


“| know in whom I have believed, 
From whom I have such love received, 


By whom I cannot be deceived.”’ 


Oh ! thus true Faith can ever say, 
Bright with an everlasting ray, 


Beyond the thick dark tempests sway. 


She looketh up—she doth behold 
The bright eternal gates unfold— 


Heaven ! in a flood of light unrolled ! 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


No! I shall not forget thee, 
Dear friend! I never will; 
I ever will recall thee, 
In faith pray for thee still. 
La CHIUSA. 


I have a blessed, soothing thought ; 
It is about a dear, dear friend ; 
And for it as it surely ought, 


My grateful praise to Heaven ascend. 


It is so sweet, when friends are far, 
To think they are to each other dear, 
And spite of every earthly bar, 


Their souls for ever, ever near ! 
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It is so sweet, to think the heart, 
Is known to those we wish should know; 
That memory never can depart, 


That friendship’s warmth shall ever glow. 


It is so sweet, to God to pray 
For a dear friend, it yields such peace ! 
Such joy however far away ! 


Such thought of bliss that ne'er shall cease ! 


Oh patient Faith! cheer up! rejoice ! 
Thy sighs, thy tears, shall have an end ! 
God speaks to thee with cheering voice, 


God is true friendship's faithful Friend ! 
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THE BRUISED REED. 


The outcast gaz‘’d around the wild, 
No fount, no wave saw she ; 
She wept for him her dying child, 
Her tears flow’d fast and free ; 
Bat, oh! those tears were not in vain, 
God saw her, and reliew’d her pain. 
Tag Haonts ov PaLcesTins. 
Wrung from the depths of the heart are ye, 
Ye prayers! ye tears flowing fast and free! 
God doth crown them, God doth inspire, 
He bendeth Him to their lowly desire ; 
Oh! He will not scorn them, He will not disdain, 
They are never—Oh ! never, never in vain ! 
God loves when the heart is bow’d down and mild, 
And before Him we weep like a little child ; 
When we recall with humble love, 


Former mercies obtain'’d from above ; 
Y 
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Joys mixt with our woes none can take away, 

For He bestow'd, who doth all things sway. 

Oh ! the wonders He works for those who believe ! 
The marvellous things that they shall receive ! 
For those who wait great miracles see, 

Blessed and rewarded the patient shall be ! 

O thoughts! that make the heart overflow 

In a holy, and tender, and passionate glow ! 
When we think what blessings were given, 

When we have heartily pray’d to Heaven ! 

What soothings soft—more blessed and fair 

Than the flowers that wave in Eden's air ! 

The very things we had asked and sought, 

And more, far more than we could have thought ! 
Oh ! He hath a balm for each broken heart, 

A gift, to all who ask to impart ; 
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He knows the very leaf that will heal 
Every wound of anguish we feel ; 
All is in His hand, each heart, each event, 


The needy away are not empty sent. 
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THE SOURCES OF COMFORT. 


Is it not sweet unto the soul, 
When it feels helpless, friendless, lone, 
To hear the streams of comfort roll, 


To hear God speak with soothing tone ? 


When thousand fears the mind affright, 
When thousand cares the heart distress, 
Then like a star in darkest night, 
God's Word can lighten, guide, and bless. 


« Cast all thy cares on me my child, 
Flee to thy Father's open breast !” 
Thus says Divine Compassion mild, 


And fears, and cares, are husht to rest. 


THE SOURCES OF COMFORT. 


“* What? have I One to care for me, 

All knowing, full of power and love ? 
And shall earth longer harass me ? 
_ Oh no—God reigns in Heaven above !" 
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ON “THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.” 


Away! to Palestine away ! 
To glories of her former day— 
To Sharon’s gardens of the rose— 
To Zion that her hills enclose— 
To lillied vales—to Judah’s palm— 
To olived mount so blest and calm ! 
THE HAUNTS OF PALESTINE. 


Sweet book! how can I speak thy praise! . 
The holy charm of such blest lays, 
The soothing spell of thoughts like thine, 


The beauty of such dreams divine ? 


See yonder quiet garden fair, 
Its shade of trees, its summer air, 
In stillness of the sabbath hours, 


Thou art borne unto its leafy bowers. 
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See where by yonder fire-side lone, 
Thou art sought for thy soft, heavenly tone, 
The sick heart loves thy balmy powers, 


4s dews are loved by drooping flowers. 


This be Thy praise—in Thee to find 
Rest, refuge for the weary mind; — 
Joy for the humble—solace true 


With Eden flowers life's path to strew. 
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THE GOSPEL OF PEACE. 


Come charm thy dove on thine own breast, 
Into a pure and holy rest, 

Father! and let Thy Word declare 

All that is lovely, good, and fair ; 

All that is soothing, sweet, and mild, 
Unlike the world’s vain voices wild. 
Speak with that heavenly, gentle tone, 
That humble souls delight to own, 
When Thou dost write upon the heart 
Thy love—Thy blessed grace impart : 
Then Thy Son’s Gospel shall appear, 
Like a bright star in ether clear, 
Revealed from Heaven to earth to show, 


The things above to man below. 
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To teach each truth, to heal each wound, 
And bid Peace ever more abound, 
In heavenly wisdom’s chastened mind, 


That doth the better portion find. 
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THE SMOKING FLAX 


The shining light afar that’s seen 
Is dear at midnight’s gloomy hour, 
The Spring’s first bud of red or green, 
To one who sits in wintry bower. 
THE CasTLE FORTRESS, 


When all the flowers are blushing, 
With summer's richest glow, 

When brightest streams are rushing, 
With purest, clearest flow ; 

We wonder not at such a time, 

At flower or fount like Eden’s prime. 

But when the summer's over, 
And flowers are past away, 

When ice chains every river, 


Each little streamlet’s play-; 
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Ab! then a flower, ah! thena fount, 


A boon of Heaven indeed we count! 


‘So when with good men dwelling, 
Goodness we look to find, 

Each act, each word but telling, 
Treasures of heart and mind ; 

But oh! ‘tis sweet when sparks of good, 

We find in those of contrary mood ! 


Oh! is it not the flax still smoking, 
That Heavenly Mercy quenches not ? 
Oh ! should it not Faith’s prayer provoking, 
Soothe Hope amid earth’s trying spot ? 
That Light unquench’d ! ob for it pray 
The fulness of the perfect day ! 
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Oh! if there be one sight most touching, 
To smite the heart with tender power, 
To bid the warm tears freely gushing, 
Pour forth the heart's most precious shower, 
It is some lingering sparks of good, 
"Mid all to quench them unsubdued ! 


Perchauce though now thou weepest, 
Soon, soon thou mayst rejoice ; 

When seed thou hast sown, thou reapest 
When with exulting voice, 

Angels sing hymns of praise in Heaven, 


For the lost found, restored, forgiven ! 
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FAITH. 


Meek and quiet, calm and still, 

With Faith’s own most perfect rest, 
Wait on God, ’till He fulfil, 

What hath long in vision blest, 
Wait His own appointed day, 


Wait His own wise ordered way. 


Not puffed up, not overset, 

At what He does, at what He gives, 
Lowly Faith will tarry yet, 

In her own sweet peace she lives ; 
Though at Heaven's gate she be, 
Still with deep humility. 
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She is with the saints of old, 

With the favoured ones of yore, 
Now she sits by David's fold, 

Then stands at Abraham's own tent door, 
Now the shepherd's harp she hears, 


Then the patriarch’s sheaves she rears. 


Happy Faith ! and most sublime ! 
These are joys out-soaring time ! 

They shall last in Heaven's bright day, 
When this earth hath past away, 
When all is new, and thine own name 
Thou to change mayst gladly claim, 
Fulfilment then, and Faith no more, 


The day-star shines, night’s shades are o'er. 


PRAY ON. 


PRAY ON. 


Pray on! pray on! great things are done 
By prayer, and mighty victories won ! 
Pray on! pray on! and never cease, 


Prayer is our armour, strength, and peace ! 


Pray on! pray on! and faint thou not, 
What were we on this earthly spot, 
Without that refuge sure and blest, 


A Father's ear, a Father’s breast ? 


Arms of the weak to overthrow, 

The mightiest host, the fellest foe ! 

Balm of the sad, to draw down joy, 

That nought can spoil, and nought destroy ! 
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Such art thou prayer, Faith's holy child ! 
Flower in the waste! stream in the wild! 
Light in the night with heavenly ray ! 
Soft, soothing shade in hottest day ! 
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THE PARTED FRIENDS. 


This is no mortal business. 
THE TEMPEST. 


Pray for me, pray, and Heaven will hear, 
The prayers that thou dost pour, 
Remember me, when drawing near, 
Heaven’s ever open door. 
La CHIluUBsA. 


Yes—pray for each other, ye parted friends, 

Soft Heaven unites whom harsh earth rends ; 

Mild Heaven doth bless, whom rude earth doth vex; 
Heaven makes all clear, earth would perplex ; 
Heaven doth heal, whom earth doth wound ; 

Who trust in Heaven, earth cannot confound ; 
Though parted on earth, in Heaven ye meet, 

When at the same time your prayers so sweet, 

Mount up like angels to Heaven's high throne, 


And make the eternal treasures their own. 
Zz 
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Let your loving souls scorn this earth's dull sway, 
And fly to the mighty Heavens away, 

Ye friends! whom absence and distance sever, 
Pray for each other, yes, pray for ever ! 

How can ye show truer and fonder love, 


Than to pray for each other to Heaven above ? 
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THE INDESTRUCTIBLE. 


1 the Lord do keep it:—I will water it every moment lest aay burt it, 

I will keep it night and day. Isaiah xxvii. 3. 

There are some blessed things of Heaven, 

Such holy charm to them is given, 

Earth cannot taint, though much she try, 

Their bright unsullied purity ; 

His holy ones God leayeth not, 

To see corruption's deadly spot ; 

Their bloom is from far distant flowers, 

Their glory from those blessed bowers, 

Whence if there fall from Heaven one ray, 

It cannot, cannot pass away ! 

For then the vision'd eyes have seen, 


What earth from grosser sight doth skreen, 
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To be forgotten never, never ! 

But keep and bless the soul for ever, 
With a perpetual hallowing charm, 
Against all things of ill and harm ; 

And still those blossoms lovely hue, 
Their freshest beauty will renew, 

For grace doth drop celestial dew ; 

The radiance of those blessed beams, 

Is fed from Light's eternal- streams, 

Each night when Prayer is winging far 
Her flight, beyond the loftiest star, 
Each morn when morning’s breezes bear, 
The soul far off from sin and care, 

Each day, each hour, when pure thoughts rise, 
Like angels upward to the skies ! 
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THE SENDING OFF. 


The beloved of the Lord shali dwell in safety by Him. Deut. xxxiil. 12. 


Sweet flower! from flowers of Eden’s bloom, 
Sweet beam! from skies that know no gloom, 
Fair blossom not to fade away ! , 
Sunbeam of deathless quenchless ray ! 
La CHIUSA. | 


And must thou fresh from Heaven's own bowers, 
Go forth in such a world as this? 

For dews from Eden's blooming flowers, 
Drop on thy head their holy bliss ! 

Yes go—for how can earth debase, 


Creature of a celestial race ? 


Dear to thy God ! ah! He will keep 
Thee darling blossom of His love! 
And these same holy dews shall steep, 

Soft falling from above, 
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Each morn, each eve, and give thee hues 


That shall not fade, nor thou shalt lose. 


And thou shalt mingle with thine own, 
With favoured ones like thee of Heaven, 

For though with weeds much overgrown, 
This earth hath still her plants of Eden, 

Her lilies, though 'mid thorns they spring, 


Roses, though 'mid weeds blossoming. 


Yes—go thou forth, thou guarded one ! 
For nought shall hurt thee, God is near! 
Until thy appointed task be done, 
Go—to thy Heavenly Giver dear ; 
Why grudge we from our arms, our sight, 


The watched of Heavenly Love and Might? 
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THE RESTORED. 


How Ephraim shall I give thee up?’ 
How Israel deliver thee ? 
Make thine like Admah’s bitter cup, 
And like Zeboim punish thee f 
Mine heart I feel within me turn, 
And my repentings kindling burn. 
Hosea xi.90. THE Haunts OF PALRSTINE. 


Oh! God shall give thee, if thou dost pray, 
All the bad world hath taken away, 
And to thy repentant soul restore, 


All the bloom of thy youthful mind once more! 


Oh weep not! for oh! my heart it doth rend, 
To hear thee thus in thy grief poor friend ! 
And yet it is blest, for surely now 


Heaven's grace will shed its balm on thy brow. 
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Go in Heaven much joy to raise, 
To waken angelic harps and lays ; 
Go thou ransomed, thou forgiven ! 


Go there shall be great joy in Heaven. 


O sheep! thou seem’st to thy shepherd more dear 
Than the ninety-nine unstraying appear, 

And more joy among God’s angels for thee, 

Than for the flock that ne’er wandered shall be. 
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PROMISES. 


All things are yours. 1 Cor. iii. 21. 
Heavenly eyes look down upon thee, 
Heavenly hands are valiant for thee, 
Heavenly keeping thee surrounds, 


Heavenly balm heals all thy wounds. 
THE SHEPHERD OF ISRABL. 


Fear not, fear not, my trembling dove, 
For I am with thee ever ; 
I will console thee with my love, 


I will forsake thee never. 


Weep not, weep not, my sorrowing child, 
For I will soothe thy sadness, 
Charms thee with angel voices mild, 


And give thee songs of gladness. 
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Faint not, faint not, my pilgrim weak, 
Thine is each calm green meadew, 
Each fountain’s wave so cool, so meek, 


Each tree's refreshing shadow. 


Doubt not, doubt not, my wand’rer, dark 
Are life’s perplexing mazes, 

But I thy path will ever mark, 
And thou shalt sing my praises. 


THE HEART'S INVIOLABILITY. 


THE HEART'S INVIOLABILITY. 


None sees the drop of dew that lies 
In the rose’s inmost fold, 
And surely none but angel eyes, 


The heart's secret gem behold. 


Except perhaps some one dear friend, 
Who may with Heaven share, 
What. from the world we still defend, 


With strict and jealous care. 


The secret prayer, the secret tear, 
The thought to soothe and bless, 
Oh! let not strangers come too near, 


Such hallow'd happiness ! 
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It is where they can meddle not, 
From alien feet afar, 
It shines upon a sacred spot, 


A mild benignant star. 


The heart has tendrils that will twine, 
Where no wild beast of prey, 
Can e’er devour the gentle vine, 


And tear her fruits away. 


The heart has many thoughts that roam 
Afar—then rise to heaven, 
And when they there have found a home 


A blessed peace is given ! 


What we most cherish, we secure 


Commending to that love, 


THE HEART'S INVIOLABILITY. — 


Whose care for ever doth endure, 


Ark of the faithful dove. 


Poor flutterer ! she may rove indeed 
About the earth in vain, 
No resting-place though much she need, 


Till she the ark regain. 


The constant heart no peace can know, 
Till she again have found, 
That one dear only spot below, 


Guarded and closed around, 


That Heaven's eye doth ever keep, 
Beyond the tempest’s power, 
Where heavenly Care doth never sleep, 


But watches every hour. 
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THE SAME SUBJECT. 


The heart is a sacred and guarded spot, 
That the eye of the stranger profaneth not, 
And none may see, and none may tell, 


What in its secret recesses dwell. 


There are bright eyes but from earth far away, 
To whom the heart lies open as day, 
And there may on earth be a chosen few, 


To whom its depths are revealed to view. 


But to all beside it is holy ground, 
Fenced off from the world, and enclosed around, 
Where Sorrow may flee in her troublous hour, 


And Joy may nurse her young heavenly flower. 
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How small, how very small a part, 
Can those who surround us know of the heart ! 
Oft when they think they know it the best, 


How much there is untold, unguesst ! 


And as the world cannot see through, 
So the world can but little do, 
To wound, or to heal, to pain, or to bless, 


God ordereth its grief or its happiness. 


The heart is a mystic, sealed book, 
Heavenly eyes on its pages look ; 
But earthly eyes cannot look so far, 


It asks holier light than of sun or star. 


To the pure, humble heart that studies its own, 


Another's heart may in some sort be known, 
Aa 
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And oh! the truly loving eye, 
In the heart that it loves very much may spy! 


The congenial, sympathetic heart, 
Will see, and will feel its kindred part 
In another's bosom, but how can they, 


Who cannot a heart comprehend—survey ? 
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PENSIVENESS. 


I see a vale retired—enclosed around 
From commerce with the world—I hear 
The sigh of winds, with softly plaining sound, 
And the low murmur of a fountain near, 
I hear the voice of doves, and evening's hour, 


Begins to shade each tree and leafy bower. 


A holy sadness in such scenes as these 
Lives ever—Pensiveness that is divine— 

A soothing tenderness, that more can please 
Than when the splendour of the noon doth shine; — 

Thus songs of triumph may exulting swell, 


But lays that touch the heart have sweetest spell. 
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THE ANGELS OF COMFORT. 


Happy the grief that bids us pray, 
Prayer sweet relief does bring ; 
Happy the grief that wakes the lay, 
Tis very sweet to sing ! 
La CHrusa. 


Oh! some hearts are tender and soft, 
There is much to wound them, and wound them oft! 
Oh some hearts are tender and weak, 


Who can wonder that they should break? 


Needs but a little, to waken where dwell 
Tears in their deep and holy cell, 
For the heart’s most sacred sympathies, 


Have many finer and lesser ties. 
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Where can such hearts for a refuge go? 
What shall sheathe them from many a blow? 
Once perchance some fond mother’s love, 


Knew, pitied, and sheltered her stricken dove. 


That gentlest and tenderest of friends on earth, 
May be now afar in Love's place of birth ; 
Smitten one! who may yet remain, 


To soothe, and lull, and care for thy pain ? 


Friends indeed thou may’st still have left, 
But, none like her of whom death has bereft ; 
Yet there is One, who speaks from above, 


“¢T will comfort thee ev’n with a mother’s love.” * 


* As one whom his mother comforteth so will J comfort you. 
Isa, Ixvi. 13. 
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And doth He not His word fulfil ? 
Who giveth thee solitude thoughtful and still ? 
Who giveth thee still a rich supply, 


Of the joys that never can cease or die? 


The same terider nature to tears so prone, 

Is as awake to song’s heavenly tone ; 

The touch that the drops of sorrow may bring, 
Thrills the sweet harp's responsive string. 


O strength to support! O balm to heal ! 
What the weak must suffer, the wounded must feel ! 
Religion and Poetry! ye are from Heaven, 


As angels of comfort and soothing given ! 
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KINDNESS. 


O Kindness! Kindness! thou hast a spell 

That ever in holiest thoughts must dwell ; 

There is much that time away must sweep, 

But the memory of Kindness the heart will keep, 
Shining amid life’s mingled dream, 

Ever with bright and heavenly beam, 

For oh! thy record is in the heart, 

What there is written may never depart ! 

Tables of stone may wear away, 

Steel may rust, aught that’s earthly decay, 

But Kindness, true Kindness, thou art from heaven, 
To thee is immortality given ! 

Go write thy name in the grateful breast, 


Prayers for thee are offered, and thou shalt be blest ; 
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There are no prayers, no tears like those, 

When the grateful bosom overflows, 

When the warm heart is winged for the skies, 
And the tender thought doth fill the eyes ; 

Those prayers of the heart! they are heard above, 
By the fountain of Kindness, the source of all Love ! 
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THE GOD THAT SEETH IN SECRET. 


What though unheard of earthly ears; 
The prayers to God we pray, 
What though unseen the secret tears, 


That none but heaven survey ; 


In vain they are not breathed or shed, 
God does in secret see ; . 
And their reward His praise to spread, 


To all shall open be. 


The faith that mountains can remove, 
The hope that rests above, 
The virtue many trials prove, 


The patience, and the love ; 
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Silent their growth ev'n like the flowers, 
Fed by the noiseless dews, 

And yet in their appointed hours, 
Shall they their scents diffuse. 


Then all shall see the hand of heaven, 
All shall adore and praise, 
Each gift, each grace that God has given, 
For all His work displays. 


It is a sweet and soothing thought 
To think God all doth know, 
It is with blessed comfort fraught, 


Like heaven on earth below. 


THE GOD THAT SEETH IN SECRET. 


To think that He doth know the heart, 
Each struggle, wish, and sigh, 
Oh! this can balm and peace impart, 


And strength for ever nigh. 
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GOD OVER ALL. 


Therefore let no man glory in men: for all things are your's :. whe- 
ther Paul, or Apollos, or Cephas, or the world, or life, or death, or 
things present, or things to come; all are your’s; and ye are Christ's, 
and Christ’s is God’s. 1 Con. iii. 21, 22, 23. 

This earth was for God’s children made, 
Hence all the sainted soul doth aid, 
Friends are raised up they know not bow, 
And foes as strangely forced to bow, 

And even lend unwilling aid, 

And little guessing that ‘tis paid, 

And smallest circumstances rise, 
Unmarked by the unopened eyes, 

But where the eye of faith can see, 
God's right hand working marv'llously ! 


Favour is given in others’ sight, 


By the kind God of love and might, 


GOD OVER ALL. 


Coincidencies strange to thought, 

That could alone about be brought, 

By an Almighty ever near, 

And watching still his children dear. 
Yes—the earth only is the Lord’s, 

And the sweet thought all bliss affords ; 
Let kings bear rule, the mighty sway, 
But One above more high than they, 
Doth overlook, guide and direct, 

As best His children may protect ; 

For He hath all hearts in His hand, 
Like streams that water some south land, 
And He doth still conduct their course, 
By an unseen resistless force ; 

Who search each blessed scripture page, 


See Him the same from age to age, 
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Yes Abraham's, Isaac's, Jacob’s God, 
Who parted waves by Moses’ rod, 

Who led His Israe} through the wild, 
Is still the same to each true child, 
Works marvels still as strange yet true, 


That all His mighty hand may view. 
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THE SECRET. 


Only see God's hand in all, 
In whatever may befall, 


Be it great or be it small ; 


Only thou that hand confess, 
If it pain thee, if it bless, 


And His power, His love express ; 


Only put in God thy trust, 
Earthly treasures spoil and rust, 


Earthly glories come to dust, 


But thy riches are secure, 
Ever glorious, bright, and pure, 


Where ‘all blessed things endure ; 
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Only let strong prayers arise, 
And besiege with mighty cries, 


The city; whence come thy supplies. 


For violence Heaven suffers still,* 
The violent take it at their will, 


Fervent prayers win Zion's Hill ; 


Ceaseless prayers, that keep the field, 
Till the heavenly wrestler yield,t 
Till the blessing is revealed : 


Only do these things poor heart ! 
Rich one! these all good impart, 
This the secret, this the art! 


® Matthew xi. 12. t Genesis xxiii. 26. 
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So shalt thou in thine own Jand, 
In thy lot appointed stand, 
And to thine end behold God's hand.* 


* Daniel xii. 13. 
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THE PANACEA. 


What though a friend may be afar, 

Still memory is a soothing star, 

Still prayer breaks through each earthly bar, 
And with true, tender love, 

Ascends with the beloved name, 

As in the prophet’s car of flame, 

There where prayer hath a boundless claim, 


The gracious Throne above. 


What though the heart be sick and weak, 
And sad as though each rod would break, 
Still let it to its Father speak, 


Its many griefs and woes ; 
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Though thick around they seem to be, 
And even as a boundless sea, 
From which we never shall be free, 


As though its waves enclose. 


Oh! let us take Faith's upward wings, 

And fly away from all seen things, 

From all their troubles, all their stings, 
And trusting Heavenly might, 

Look forward unto happier hour, 

"Mid weakness trust Almighty power, 

Make that our fortress, rock, and tower, 


And see eternal light. 


Yes—there it shines in darkest time,, 


Amid a world of care and crime, 
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Pure, fresh as Eden's morning prime, 
It shines for Faith's clear eye ; 
She lifteth up her piercing gaze, 
She looketh through earth’s gloomy haze, 
She seeth Heaven and all its rays, 
Its fair unchanging sky. 
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BONDS OF UNION. 


When there’s some bond of union, 
Some link of heart and mind, 

Some gentle sweet communion, 
To draw, attach, and bind ; 

Oh ! then this earth seems Eden, 
Tis Paradise around, 

"Tis all a happy garden, 
A favour’d, hallow’d ground ! 


"Tis thus ’mid true believers, 
Of piety sincere, 
Mutual and blest receivers, 


Of Love divine and dear ; 
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Christ's blood their hearts uniting, 
God's holy light to lead, 
And counsels sweet delighting, 


Their sacred ardours feed. 


‘Tis thus when pure ties binding 
- Hearts in true love indeed, 
Each in the other’s finding, 
All either heart can need ; 
The stronger gives protection, 
The weaker loves to owe, 
And guidance, and direction, 


Sweet to take and to bestow. 


"Tis thus ’mid friendship wearing 


Heaven’s own impress and seal, 
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Affection’s mark still bearing, 
Such ties as few cau feel ; 
When hearts are bound by kindness, 
When minds are nobly great, 
Partial without weak blindness, 


The same in every state. 


"Tis thus with minds congenial, 
With hearts that kindred own, 

Yes—they have joys perennial, 
That they can feel alone ! 

Such bonds make home a blessing, 
Render each season fair, 

With flowers of Heaven dressing, 


Each thorn of earthly care. 
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WHAT CAN, WHAT DOES. 


What can keep us calm, 
Amid the busiest scene, 

With a soft breath of balm, 
With a cool leaf of green ? 


What in sorrow’s hour, 
Can tell of home and rest, 
Waft us beyond its power, 


To regions ever blest ? 


When languid, sick, and lone, 
. Floating on dove-like wing, 
What with an angel tone, 


Does gently charm and sing ? 


WHAT CAN, WHAT DOES. 


What when the loved are far, 
Can make them present seem, 
And bids a blessed star 


On dreary absence beam ? 


Oh! say what does all this ? 
Oh! now its name declare? 
What brings us heaven’s own bliss, 


"Mid scenes of earthly care ? 


Oh ! it is Love divine ! 
God's presence ever near ! 
With influence benign, 


To bless, to soothe, to cheer ! 
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EVENING TINTS. 


Now thy warn and rosy hues, 
Evening doth around diffuse, 
All their rich and mellow light, 
Dressing all in beauty bright. 


Faint and yet more faint they shine, 
Till at last they all decline, 
Comes the twilight’s sober gray, 


In place of each rose-blushing ray. 


But the memory will abide 

Long after the fair vision died, 
And Fancy’s gifted eye renew, 
Splendid tint, and lovely hue. 
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Thus, oh thus ! may we defy 
Every change of earth or sky, 
Time or the world to bid depart, 
What is written in the heart. 


380 


SONGS OF THE HEART. 


THE REWAKENING. 


And dost thou wake again sweet Song, 
And dost thou wake again ? 
As thou art ever wont among 


My griefs, to soothe me then ? 


True friend art thou, that dost not shun 
Sorrow’s most trying hoar ; 
When skies are dark, a cheering sun, 


When beams would scorch, a bower. 


Oh! God provideth still for all, 
No heart but has a spell, 
’Gainst trouble when it may befall, 


Deep in its inmost cell. 
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Ey'n like the honey-drop that lies 
Within the ambrosial flower, 

The bee instinctive thither flies, 
And tastes its balmy power. 
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SWEET HOURS. 


I have sweet hours soft, calm, and lone, 
Only to Him who gives them known, 


"Tis then I hear Song’s gentle tone. 


"Tis then I think—’tis then I pray 
For the beloved and far away, 


And all my cares on God I lay. 


"Tis then I read the books I prize, 
In solitude my refuge lies, 


In solitude my paradise. 


O Solitude! I love thee still, 
Thee do all soothing spirits fill, 
Bringing a balm for every ill. 
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O Solitude my friend thou art ! 
Except when with one kindred heart, 


Sweetest to be from all apart. 
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TO THINK. 


To think of a friend with a kindred heart, 
And congenial mind can sweet soothing impart, 
When with those who so different are, 


And sundered in thought so wide and far : 


To think of oyr hours so still and calm, 
Of thoughts and books of all healing balm, 
"Mid this world’s cares, of those blessings lone, 


And to fly to them as a bird to its own. 


To think of some joy in the midst of woe, 
Some tree whose blossoms and fruits still grow, 
In the midst of a dreary and desert wild, 


To know yet for us it smiles as it smiled : 
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To think of heaven while yet upon earth, 
"Mid emptiness of true solid worth, 
"Mid change of what doth for ever remain, 


Of what can fade not, decay, or wane : 


To think when darkness is all around, 

Of the light that on Zion’s hill is found, 

The eternal light that can never depart, 

All these cheer and soothe the poor pilgrim’s heart. 
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TRUST. 


It is not a less precious balm 
Can heal a wound that’s deep, 
’Tis not less soothing voice can calm 
And lull the heart asleep. 
LAYS OF THE Dove. 


While in my God confiding, 
My soul tastes calm repose, 
Beneath His wings abiding, 


No care, fear, danger, knows. 


My mind ‘mid thoughts perplexing, 
Wanders and finds no rest, 
"Till from all troubles vexing, 


It gains that refuge blest. 


TRUST. 


Things to the bosom nearest 
Only can pain and wound, 
Things to the bosom dearest 


Only the more confound ; 


Till God bestows His blessing, 
Till He does gently soothe, 
And all that’s most distressing, 


Makes clear, and plain, and smooth. 
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THE SAME SUBJECT. 


Oh ! when thou seest weak plant withstand 
Hot sun and raging storm, 
Think then how strong must be the hand, 
That stays such tender form. 
THE HAUNTS OF PALESTINE. 


I will trust Thee because my Father art Thou, 
With myself and with all most dear, 

For I know that Thou dost graciously bow 
To my every sigh and tear. 


What cannot I trust in that kind hand, 
Which to me has given all ? 
To Him who in mercy and love does command, 


Whatever may befall. 
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I know Thou hast to my prayer respect, 
Because Thou beholdest my heart, 

What Thou hast planted, Thou wilt protect, 
And bless what Thou dost impart. 


Thou knowest my weakness—the strength Thou dost 
know 
That Thou thyself dost give— 
In experiencing love that from Thee doth flow, 


Faith and hope rejoice and live. 
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PRAYER. 


Go im peace: and the God of Leraci grant thee thy petition, that thou 
bast asked of him. 1 Sawcet i. 17. 
Lord, when to thee I pray, 
For myself, for those most dear, 
Send me not empty then away, 
To my request draw near, 
And gather ’neath Thy loving wing, 
All those in prayer I with me bring. 


And when those that I love, 
And who love me shall cry 
To Thee, Father of all above ! 
Look down with gracious eye, 
Bend Thou Thine ear, grant their request, 


If for themselves, or me exprest. 
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In Heaven Thy dwelling-place* 
O Lord to hear incline ! 

And from Thy Throne of grace, 
Smile with Thy Love divine ! 

For His dear sake who deigned to die, 


That Thou mayst hearken when we cry. 


And let there be a time, 
When all I love and I, 
Shall in Heaven’s blissful clime, 
Be taken upon high ; 
To dwell with Thee, to dwell in love, 


Together stand in realms above. 


* 1 Kings viii. 3S. 
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THE TRIAL. 


And it fell not, for it was founded on arock. Matt. vii. 25. 


When those we ‘ve loved the dearest, 
Prove faithless and unkind, 

When hopes we ’ve nurst the nearest, 
Desert the trusting mind, 

When earth a reed that’s broken,* 
Pierces the hand that leans, 

And all in Scripture spoken, 


Proves true of its vain scenes : 


When the fair gourd doth languisb,f 
In which we took delight, 
And joy is turned to anguish, 


And grief’s sharp arrows smite, 


* Isaiah xxxvi. 6. + Jonah iii. 4, 7. 


THE TRIAL. 


When one fig-tree yields no blossom, 
No fruit is in the vine, 
Oh! what shall chear the bosom, 


And amid darkness shine ? 


The voice that still is deigning 
Rebellious hearts to call, 

The light in Heaven still reigning, 
To shed its beams on all ; 

He is the living fountain,* 
When broken cisterns fail, 

The strong eternal mountain, 


‘Gainst whom no storms prevail. 


* Jeremiah xi. 13. 
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Affliction is but trying, 
Where our foundation lies, 
And but new source supplying, 
Whence blessings shall arise ; 
The house the tempest shakes not 
Is founded on a rock, 
The building God forsakes not, 
Can ’bide its roughest shock. 
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EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


Ah yes! I must, I must believe, 
I must believe, thou art my friend ! 
Although I should myself deceive, . 
Although thou should’st my bosom rend ; 
But no—this cannot, cannot be, 
The kindness I have found in thee, 
Forbids the thought—it has been much, 
With gratitude my heart to touch. 


In much like God thou art not extreme 

| To mark in me all that’s amiss, 

And to withdraw thy friendship’s beam, 
My heart's delight and soothing bliss ! | 
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ret dost thou not thy blame withhold 
When due—this does regard unfold, 
And couldst thou so my bosom read, 
If thou wert not my friend indeed ? 


Thy partial praise !—too partial—yet 

How can I, can I, wish it less ? 

It should be as a pattern set, 

By which my heart and life to dress ; 
That which [ should be still to show, 
That thus in time I strive to grow, 
More worthy of that kind, kind heart, 


Whose praise can such delight impart. 


I know ’twas God that moved thy heart, 


Thy kindness to me did inspire, 


EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


And that to me should peace impart, | 
God hearkeneth still to my desire, 

It is, it is a hand divine, 

That human hearts does still incline ! 

That orders all affection’s ties, 


Gives favour in another's eyes. 


For every friend the God I praise, 

Who did the precious gift bestow, 
And often He to charm my days, 

Bid me sweet friendship’s blessing know ; 
Oh! there are many that I love, 
Sweet friends ! God bless them from above ; 
But each heart has one friend most dear, 


Our friend most sacred and most near. 
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And who feels not most dread to lose 
That which most precious they esteem, 
Most anxious lest the flower whose hues, 
Are brightest in the summer's beams ; 
Should not in winter fade away, 


But cheer the dark and alter’d day. 
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THE FRIEND’S ANSWER. 


Ob! have thou hope in nought on earth, 
In none, and in thyself far less— 
For know the only hope of worth, 
That cannot fail, that still must bless, 
Is hope that rests in God for all, 
In Him who hears faith’s humble call, 
True friendship’s Friend turns not away, 


When true friends for each other pray. 


Oh ! let none hope from mortals aught, 
If they forsake the Lord their God, 

By sorrows then must they be taught, 
Their idol then must be their rod ; 
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No friend (save God shall please) will bless, 


Or give us soothing happiness, 
Happy who on His love rely, 


To Him commend each tender tie! 


Oh how the love of God cements 

Love between creatures—how it binds ! 
Foundation sure that none repents, 

That each so firm, so lasting finds ! 
Happy the friends whom love divine 
Does in still closer bond combine, 

Oh how such friends will taste above, 


The streams and the great fount of love ! 


The love for the immortal soul, 


The care for its eternal weal, 
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Sweetly all feelings does controul, 
And stamps true friendship’s holiest seal ; 
Ah! then they seek each other's good, 
With pure and all unselfish mood, 
’ And in each other love to trace 


The virtues springing from God's gracc. 


For thee, sweet plant! that seek’st to twine 
Round something than thyself more strong, 

Thine be the eternal strength divine, 
Judah’s firm palm the trees among ; 

Yet pray thou ever [ may be 

True to my God, myself, and thee, 

Blest while on earth I shall abide, 

Through God to be thy friend and guide. 
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ON MRS. DOBSON’S LIFE OF PETRARCH. 


(FROM THE PREFACE.) 
To susceptible and feeling minds alone Petrarch will be ever dear. 
Such, while they regret his failings, and consider them as warnings to 


themselves, will love his virtues ;—touched by the glowing piety and 
heartfelt contrition, which often impressed his soul. 


Many things have passed since I read thee book, 
Much never to be forgotten by me, 
Since last to thy pictures I gave a look, 


What changes all who live must see! 


Endeared thou art for other years, 
And also for thy own sweet sake, 
Many a spell its charm confers 


On thee, and thou canst loved thoughts awake, 
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Of days and manners now no more, 
Sweet memories of that beautiful clime, 
Italy’s fair, bright, tuneful shore, 


Her tales of old and of modern time. 


And thou too hast record of the mind, 
And the heart of a richly-gifted bard, 
Pity his errors whoever may find, 


But give to his virtues a due regard. 


With dangers does this world abound, 
To those like him all heart, all fire ; 
How much must kindle, charm, try, wound 


The child of the immortal lyre ! 
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Quick, sensitive in his every thought, 
Each feeling most exquisite must be, 

Most highly raised, and most finely wrought, 
And when touched, responding thrillingly ! 


What but the grace of God can keep, 
Spirits like his, or what console, 
Save strength, save balm that sinketh deep 


From Heaven into the inmost soul ? 


Remember too the land, the age, 
In which the gifted Petrarch fell, 
Yet often in his life, his page, 
Beams light from Heaven and grace doth tell. 


THE WINDS. 


THE WINDS. 


Blow ye strong winds! blow high! blow low! 
Blow over hill and over dale ! 
Over trees, woods, and waters’ flow, | 


And where the clouds through Heaven sail. 


I love to hear at midnight hour, 
The winds as over earth they sweep, 
Then trust Almighty love and power, 


And sweetly sink in peaceful sleep. , 


Happy, yes happiest are they, 
Hid in the hollow of God’s hand! 
Him do the winds and storms obey, 


His are the sea and the dry land. 
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CONCLUSION. 


Oh! Heaven is all about us, all above, 

If but our hearts be touched with faith and love ; 
Sweet holy sighs come wafted in each gale, 

Calm peaceful sunshine sleeps in every vale ; 
When every wind is laid and silent all, 

Can we not hear the stars each other call? 

Till one by one they gem the arched sky, 

And one looks out more bright, like seraph’s eye ;— 
Or when the silver moonlight on the ground, 
Seems a soft robe to wrap the earth around, 

Oh! in such hours as these the heart feels peace, 


Heaven’s dews are falling, and earth's tumults cease ! 


EDEN. 


The following Poems turn upon the hope of Heaven, and immortality, 
and happiness in a fature state. 


THE NIGHT BEFORE MARTYRDOM. A TALE. 


The bridal was hurried in haste and fear, 

For they knew that the infidel foe was near, 
And fair Irene with dove-like eye 

Look’d like one all meekly prepared to die, 
And the noble Alcander firm, grave, and calm, 
Like one whose soul hath an inward balm, 
Seem'd like those eagles who strength renew,* 
As sublime and undaunted the sun they view. 


* Isaiah xl. 31. 
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She has left parents, brothers, and sisters dear, 
For a tie more sacred, a love still more near, 
And his pleasant home by a fountain's side 

Is her dwelling—Alcander's gentle bride ; 
How may I paint what joys were given 

To that Christian pair, the blest of Heaven ? 
Gratefully did they their Maker praise, 

For those few, those peaceful Eden days, 
The blended prayer—the morning walk— 
The labour shared—the twilight talk— 

How may I paint that meekness of soul, 
Which sought protection, guidance, controul 
In her ?—In him that government and love 
Which ruled and which blest his gentle dove, 
Endeared by submission soft and sweet, 

By deference in Christian woman meet. 


Happy together the fields to roam, 
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The lilied fields of their dear home, 

The first few days past calmly on, 

And each evening the brighter set and shone. 
At the dim, dewy, twilight hour 

Together they sat in their myrtle bower, 

And heard the solemn murmuring breeze 
Whispering through the stately trees, 

And sounding sweetly as far away, 

The gush of streams unheard by day, - 
Or the voice of hymns sung ’mid dusky gloom 
By Christian friends at some martyr’s tomb, 
As if of good angels a tuneful band 

Around that hallow’d sepulchre stand, 

While steeped in dews delicious rise, 

From the fragrant plants of Grecian skies, 
Incense perfuming the night-air’s sighs, 


Oh! then like a charm from Heaven came, 
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Breathing upon the mingled flame, 
Of true devotion and holy love, 
Such thoughts as could waft the soul above, 
Such converse as gives the spirit wings, 
Of all high, and sacred, and blessed things ; 
Or of all as sweet and tender, as pure, 
With too much of Heaven not in Heaven to endure. 
For oh! how holy is love like this ! 
How pure its charm! how entire its bliss ! 
Go search if thou wilt the earth around, 
No blessing so sweet, so dear is found ; 
It is, it is, a gift from above, 
Of the Father of Mercies, the Fount of Love! 
He alone who made can two hearts unite, 
And on both Love's perfect law can write. 

The tenth day from their bridal rose, 


Far different must be its close ; 
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What din hath frightened the peaceful bowers ? 
What hostile feet trod those gentle flowers ? 
The edict is past—the cruel doom 
Is fulfill’d by those soldiers with helm and plume, 
They are torn from their home belov'd and fair, 
In that prison I see the Christian pair. 
* Oh! this is blest,” Irene cried, 

As tremblingly to him she clung, 
“‘ To be Alcander still beside, 

Parting has not our bosoms wrung ; 
Oh this is mercy! if apart 
How sad, how lone, were then each heart ! 
Thou mourning my grief, and I thine, 
But this indeed is love divine ! 
To be unto the last together, 
To know nor life, nor death shal] sever, 


Those hearts so closely knit together ! 
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Alike to me is good or ill, 
Our home, this prison, with thee still, 
For joy is ever where thou art, 
And sorrow only when apart ! 
She paused—she felt Alcander’s tears, 

She knew those manly tears were falling, 
For her whom so much love endears, 

For her sake only death appalling ; 
For a few moments could neither speak, 
Tears too are on her lovely cheek, 
At length he spoke—“ Dearest and best ! 
The love within thy faithful breast, 
Is sweet to me—yet O most dear ! 
Remember there is soothing here, 
Richer than that of earthly ties, 
Here as in bowers of Paradise, 


Christ is with His confessors near’ — 


THE NIGHT BEFORE MARTYRDOM, ATALE. 413 


““ Yes! yes!’ she said, ‘‘ to bless, to cheer :” 
Then clasping fondly his dear hand, 

She felt power given her to withstand, 

And her pure soul kindled, her meek heart grew strong, 


As she sung to her own beloved this song : 


Yes—we shall stand by the living waters, 
In worlds more fair, more blest than this, 
Among God’s ransom’d sons and daughters, 


Where nought shall e’er disturb our bliss. 


I knew that this sad world of anguish 
Could never be love's proper sphere, 
Though true love’s blossom cannot languish, 


It is to foes, to storms, too near. 
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Bot in that sweet, that happy garden, 
Where dearest ! thou and I shall be, 
Twin'd with Heaven's everlasting garland, 


We shall true love all perfect see. 


The parting pang, the tear of sorrow, 
Shall never, never there be more, 
And who when comes the peaceful morrow, 


Heeds the tempestuous night before ? 


The savage jailor came in at morn, 

They had been by watchings and prayers outworn, 
And even his rugged tears have bedew'd 

The sleep of the beautiful, young, and good ! 
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So peacefully sleeping, so soon to die, 

Seeming ev'n now like a race from the sky, 
With a look surpassing mortality ! 

He with his noble brow and head, 

Like a cedar, whose root by the waters is spread,* 
" On whose branch the dew of heaven is shed ; 
She, like a lily, calm, lovely, and pure, 

Closed meekly up while the night-hours endare, 
To open again at the morning ray, 

When darkness and shadows have fled away, . 
And both souls already in happy dreams, 


Afar from earth by heaven's blessed streams. 


* Job xxix. 19. ‘ 
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Weep not for them—their course is done— 
Their fight is fought, and their wreaths are won :— 
Nor was one taken, the other left, 
To sorrow, and feel earth lone and bereft ;— 
Happy! nor life nor death could divide, 
Gone where who enter for ever abide, 
Their youthful, holy, fond, faithful love 
Found its proper sphere in the realms above ; 
They shall through eternity rejoice, 
That they were in time each other's choice. 
While upon earth they loved each other, 
And each for each so truly pray'd, 
And now think not that they shall sever, 
Their love like the love of angels made ; 
Together they walk by the rivers of joy, 
And behold the bright glory that nought can alloy ; 
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Together before God’s throne they stand, 
Together the Lamb’s sweet praises sing, 
For they were knit by such holy band, 
As is dear to Heaven's all-blessed King. 
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- SAINT CATHERINE. 


From a recollection of a fine Painting by Domenichino. 


They had left her alone in her prison drear, 
Yet her heart felt no anguish, her soul knew no fear, 


Though she knew her hour of martyrdom near. 


Look on that fine uplifted eye ! 
There is faith’s immortality ! 


There is the hope that can never die! 


There is the love that can never fail, 
That does ever conquer, and ever prevail, 


That shall breathe Heaven’s own soft blessed gale ! 
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Look at that meek yet triamphant brow, 
What trust, strength, peace does it avow ! 


They have blessed the past—they bless her now. 


Upon that beautiful face calm repose, 
With th’ immortal light uncreated glows, 
And the martyr’s death shall the saint’s life close. 


Ask’st thou, what the fair, the young can cheer ? 
A Saviour, ever present and near, 


His love who loved his own so dear ! 


Virgin and martyr! to thee are given 
What by time or eternity, earth or heaven, 


Or life or death, can never be riven. 
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The love of Christ from which nought can part, 
The strength, the armour of mind and heart, 
Which can smile at Death and his keenest dart ! 


THE ANGEL'S VISIT. 


THE ANGEL'S VISIT. 


Your world is not the world for me, 

In my own sweet land is life's blessed tree ; 
‘That land is all so bright and fair, 

And they all are happy the dwellers there, 
And they all are good, and all love each other, 
Each is a friend—a sister—brother— 

And there is no death, no fear of parting, 
No bitter tears in anguish starting, 

And there are no party names to divide, 
Those who should worship side by side, 
And no foolish customs to keep apart, 
‘Those who are one in mind and heart, 


421 


422 EDEN. 


No barriers to sunder, no hateful disguise 

To wring the heart while it cheats the eyes ; 

But they all rejoice, and all walk in white, 

In fields ever green, by streams ever bright, 

In gardens of bloom, in glorious bowers, 

That fear not the blast or the tempest showers ; 
All the frankness of youth, all the wisdom of age, 
Adorns each mind's unsullied page, 

Each can read in the other's bosom, . 
Truth pure as morn’s dew on the young spring blossom. 
But ye—if ye would enter there, 

Oh! must not God your hearts prepare ? 

If ye would be in Heaven above, 

Must ye not upon earth learn peace and love ? 
And be holy, and humble, and meek in heart, 


If ye would with the angels, and saints have part ? 
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' Pray then, pray for God's heavenly grace, 
So shall ye be meet for that happy place ; 
Farewell race of man! I bid you farewell, 


I go back with mine own blessed people to dwell. 
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LOVE AND DEATH. 


O love and death ! 
Ye have sad meetings on this changeful earth, 
Many and sad! but airs of heavenly breath 
Shall melt the links which bind you, for your birth 
Is far apart. Mrs. HEMANS. 


Tenderly solemn, evening’s shadows fell, 

When my fond, gentle love sighed her farewell ; 
There was a deeper murmur in the floods, 

A sadder stillness on the distant woods ; 

She said sweet words of love beyond the grave, 
For those a Saviour’s righteousness should save ; 
Of love in other worlds than this more pure, 

Of joy to last—no sorrow to endure ; 

God to each other true hearts would restore, 


With nought to wound, nothing to part them more. 
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These truths, she said, robbed death of every sting, 
And though she felt each feeling strongly cling 
To me, felt parting was a bitter thing, 

Yet she could hope in Heaven again to see ~ 
Her dearest lord, from every sorrow free. 

She gazed upon the placid evening star, 

Felt like it she should soon from earth afar 
Look down upon this dark and weeping spot, 
All save love’s holy tenderness forgot ; 

Sigh but for him still left in scenes below, 

To all life's vanity, and care, and woe. 

“Then shall I know,” (to me she thus did say,) 
“If the departed for their loved ones pray ; _ 
Then will I pray for thee, and will implore 

I still may wander by thee as before, 

Although unseen, to watch with guardian love, 


Until thou join me in bright worlds above ; 
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Bat pray thou not for me, nor ask that I 

Should pray for thee when passed to the sky ; 
There is but One, God's holy word doth name, 
Whose prayers in Heaven poor mortals rightly claim, 
But think of me, and love me still, and be 

Soothed in the gentle thought of joining me,— 
Dearest farewell—angelic voices call, 


The veil that parts eternity doth fall !” 


A DREAM. 


A DREAM. 


Methought I walk'd by a calm river's side, 

This side was darken’d o'er by shades of night, 
On that were fields of light, wherein I saw 

Those blest in Heaven above, for ever more, 
There were all those who from the earliest times, 
Had trusted God, for Christ had waited long, 

In faith had sacrifie'd, through Christ had won, 

A place among the radiant sainted thrones. 

All those who ate in faith the Paschal Lamb, 
Those who when scatter'd among heathen lands, 
Had yet remain’d true Israelites—those who when 
Christ came, receiv’d him as the very Lamb of God 
Those who not seeing him, by apostles taught, 
Listening with meek gladness to their words, 


Had given faith to all that they declar’d ; 
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There were all saints of ev'ry diff’rent age, 

Patriarchs—prophets— martyrs—all the good, 

Gifted of Heaven with wisdom’s holy light. 

Methought they said to me, “ fear not to pass 

This river, all beyond is light—Christ hath past, 

And left a blessing in the wave, and made it safe ; 

Christ went before, that henceforth none should fear ; 

Come then! and join the chorus bright above, 

The white-rob’d throng, their robes wash’d in Christ’s 
blood, , 

So freely pour’d—come join them as they sing 

The marriage song—and like them wear the marriage 
robe, 

The marriage supper share—come to the kingdom blest, 

Where sitting down with Abraham and his sons, 

Are many from the east and west, and from all lands, 


Gather'd from the four winds to that bright realm.” 
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PETRARCH’S DREAM OF THE BISHOP 
OF LOMBES.* 


Life is that stranger land, that alien clime. SHENSTONE. 
There liveth he in everlasting blis, 
Sweet spirit, never fearing more to dye: 
Ne dreading harm from any foes of his, 


Ne fearing savage beasts more cruelty. 
SPENSRKR’S ASTROPHEL. Works, folto edit. 1679. 


One night in sleep I had a dream ;— 
Methought alone the bishop stray‘d, 
And that he cross’d the silver stream, 


That water'd my fair garden’s shade. 


1 ran to him, my friend beloved ; 
A thousand questions ask’d at once, 
Joy and surprise my bosom mov’'d, 


“‘ Where do you go? and say from whence ?”” 


* See Mrs. Dobson’s Life of Petrarch. 
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*“‘ Why walk so fast? and why alone ?” 
The bishop answer’d with a smile, 
And with his own benignant tone ; 


‘“‘ Rememberest thou my friend erewhile ? 


The summer that you passed with me, 
The other side of the Garonne, 
You were displeased with Gascony, 


Where thunders fix their mountain throne. 


You found the stormy Pyrenees 
Too harsh to bear, and now do [ 

Think as you thought—-they me displease, 
I bade farewell to that rude sky. 
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This barbarous country now I’ve left,* 
And now return I unto Rome ;” 

Thus he—walking, these words he spake, 
Amid the garden’s flowery bloom. 


Then came he to the garden’s end, 
And I attempted him to join, 

Begged to accompany my friend, 
But gently, and a change divine 


Coming in countenance and tone, 
** No,” said he, “ you must not come yet’ — 
Stedfast he look’d at me, and then 


I saw his face in death was set !— 


* The inhabitants of modern, as well as of ancient Rome, considered 
all the people beyond the Alps as barbarians. 
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I cried aloud, and woke from sleep, 
I mark'd the day, the dream I told, 
Within a month the tidings came, 


That did the bishop’s death unfold. 


And he had died that very day, 
That I had dream’d that I had seen, 
From Lombes transalpine far away, 


At Parma in my garden green. 


Heavy the loss unto the bard, 
Sad to Colonna’s noble house,* 
To Rome which held him in regard, 
To Lombes his church like widow'd spouse. 


* The bishop’s name was James Colonna—there were at this time two 
Cardinals in this noble family. 
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Darling of Avignon’s bright court,* 
Noble in manners as in birth, 
Ornament of each proud resort, 


Yet his the Christian prelate’s worth. 


Though dignified, yet humble, mild, 
And at his distant, desert see, 
Though all unused to scene so wild, 


Showing meek Christian courtesy. 


Oh happy ! yet but in life's prime, 
To be removed from earth away ! 
From earth’s strange land, and barbarous clime, 


To Heaven's blest scene and gentle ray ! 


* The Pope’s Court was at this time not at Rome, but at Avignon. 
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A REQUIEM. 


Go to the sources blest and pure, 
From whence thy pleasures flow, 
Go where they evermore endure, 


Unlike their streams below. 


Return unto the fount whence springs 
All that’s most sweet on earth, 

Yes, drop thy load, yes, spread thy wings, 
Go to thy place of birth! 


The sweet repose of balmy sleep 
Recruiting all thy powers, 
Oh! much could break that rest so deep, 


Shortening its tranquil hours ! 
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But there the peace, but there the rest 
Can never pass away, 
As placid, yet more nobly blest 


Than slumber’s downy sway. 


The gush of song, the stream of thought, 
Much here could check or taint, 
But there all pure with glory fraught, 


They flow without restraint. 


The pleasures that each social joy, 
Friendship or converse yield, 
Much here may their fine gold alloy, 


When most it shines revealed. 
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But there where all are friends, no more 
Base foes shall mar life’s charm ; 

Its joyous thrill, its precious store, 
Oh novght shall work them harm ! 


The affection here most fond, most sweet, 
Is oft a wounded dove ; 
But there’s a blissful home and meet 


In Heaven, for faithful love. 


Ey'n Piety in this dark vale, 
Sometimes will droop and pine, 
But Eden's sun and blessed gale, 


Will make it ne’er decline. 


A REQUIEM. 


There it will all its charms assume, 
And never hang the head, 
But lovely in eternal bloom, 


For ever fragrance shed. 
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THE VOICE OF THE FLOWERS. 


To thee, sweet Eden ! how dark and sad, 
Are the fragrant bowers of Amberabad, 
And the diamond turrets of Shadukiam ! 
PaRADISE AND THE Peri. LaLa ROoKg. 


What is that sudden sadness 

To damp thy spirit’s gladness ? 

Ah tell me whence thy grief may spring, 
Why dost thou droop and refuse to sing ? 


I have been among the flowers, 
And I heard a low, sweet sound, 
Come from the garden bowers, 


And from the meadow’s ground. 
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A voice from the fair blossoms, 
Singing their parting knell, 
And from their fragrant bosoms, 
Soft sighing their farewell. 


I'll sing thee what they sung, 
For I may sing thee well, 
What round my memory clung, 

With a sad and gentle spell. 


THE ROSE. 


My home is far off, it is not here, 
Though to many a heart and eye I am dear 


But with the summer on earth [ stay 


The summer is passing, and I must away ! 


440 EDEN. 


THE LILY. 


There are soft quiet vales earthly foot hath not trod, 
All unprophaned the pure green sod, 
I hasten away to these heavenly vales, 


Where no storms can blow, and no night-wind wails. 


THE HEART 8-EASE. 


Earth ! oh earth! thou art not for me, 
Away I go, far away shall I be ; 
Where bright are the hours and calm the skies, 


Tearless and fair as an angel's eyes ! 


And many another flower I heard, 
With note as soft as a sweet spring-bird, 
And the hyacinth bowed her meek head and fair, 


Gracefully to the passing air, 
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And from her low bells came forth a sound, 

And then died away in silence profound ; 

But ‘tis sad to see the fair sweet flowers, 
Yet know they cannot stay, 

To know that from earth's pleasant bowers, 


They soon shall fade away ! 
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HOME. 


This is not your rest. Micah xi. 10. 


I. 


This earth is not the rose’s soil, 

Where the winds may rend, or the blight may spoil, 
Where her wounding thorns so plainly declare, 
That arms must be worn by earth's sweet and fair, 
That each joy of earth is linked with care ; 

This earth is not the lily's own bower, 

Unsheltered oft from the tempest’s power, 

Too often the furious child of the storm, 

Doth bow down her meek and lovely form, 

This earth is not the Heart’s-ease place, 


The fair flower hath oft not left a trace ; 
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This earth is not for the Amaranth made, 
Amid the blossoms of earth that fade, 
Go! seek them all in perfection, where 


Heaven guardeth ever the sweet and fair ! 


II. 
This world is not the lamb’s true fold, 
"Tis away with the blessed flocks of old, 
Their footsteps afar by calm founts are seen, 
The living streams in the pastures green, 
Where there never comes the wolf of the wood, 
Hungry for prey, and thirsting for blood ; 
Far away, far away from the dangerous glens, 
From the mountains of leopards, the lions’ dens ;* 
There is the lamb’s good Shepherd indeed ! 
To keep, and to guide, and to sweetly feed ! 


* Cant. iv. 8, 


444 EDEN. 


From the thief, and the robber, and beast of prey, 
Far away! oh ever sing far away ! 
Where the lamb shall not tremble, nor stumble, nor 


Stray. 


Hil. 


This world is not the dove's true rest, 

She hath a safer, a softer nest ; 

Placed far away, and far on high, 

Where never the darts of the archer fly ; 

Where never the fowler spreadeth his snare ; 
Where never the hawk is seen in mid-air, 
Where never is heard the wind of the wild, 

But the breath of Heaven blows sweet and mild; 
Where never is heard the angry roar 


Of the dashing billows upon the shore ; 
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Where never the sound of thunders above, 

Can drown the still voice of peace and love ; 
Where never the fearful earthquake’s shock 
Can uproot the tree, or cleave the rock, 

Where the tender and true shall dwell side by side, 
And nothing the fond and faithful divide. 


IV. 


This world is not the pilgrim’s land 

Of promise, whose word shall for ever stand ; 

Earth's land of deserts, can it compare 

With Heaven's country of gardens delicious and fair ? 
Can the bramble and briar, the thistle and thorn, 

Show the bright fruit clusters that Heaven’s trees adorn ? 
And the flowers of lovely and lasting bloom, | 

And the skies that never know changing or gloom ? 
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Oh! if thou would’st find them, seek them where 
Is a brighter light, and a purer air: 

Oh ! call not earth the pilgrim’s land, 

It is far away at his God's right hand, 

Where the fulness of joy dwells in boundless store, 


And the rivers of pleasure flow evermore. 


V. 


This world is not the minstrel’s bome, 

It has perilous paths, it has seas of foam, 
"Tis not from the enenty’s country far, 

But heareth full oft the sound of war ; 

Whose strife drowns the gentle voice of song, 
Sweet as the bird the spring- woods among ; 
Too often its pain, too often its care ; 


‘Takes away the minstrel’s visions fair, 
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And wakens the minstrel’s soft, sweet sleep, 
That all dews of balmy Paradise steep ; 

And rouse from the lovely and soothing dream, 
Of the fadeless garland, the radiant stream ; 
And the voice of slander may seek to wrong 
The harmless, gentle child of song, 

And envy to harm is ever fain, 

Yet fear not minstrel ! foes seek in vain 

To wrest from thee song’s birth-right divine, 
God guardeth thee, child of a glorious line ! 
Thy earth oft is Eden, and Heaven shall be thine ! 
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' GOING HOME. 


And azure wings epread on the air, 


And songs rejoicing songs were heard. 
L. E. L. 


Away ! away ! where the dove may build, 

Nor fear lest a storm should destroy her nest, 
Where the sun doth ever the fountain gild, 

Where pure dews and soft airs the meek lily have blest ! 
Where the halcyon dwells mid a blue sky, a bright shore, 
Where the loving and faithful can part no more! 

Away where the lamb a fold hath found, 
Where amaranths and thornless roses abound ; 
Where the blossoms of bliss are for ever in bloom, 


Where the cedar and cypress give shade without gloom, 
roe ri 
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Where angels mingle with spirits blest, 

Where the mind is all light and the soul is all rest, 
Where the heart is all love, and the lips are all song, 
Away ! all the good all the lovely among ! 


Gg 
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WHERE IS HOME? 


Her spirit’s home was in the skies. 
LaLLaB Rooxa. 


Where is Home? oh tell me where? 
Not in scenes of grief and care ; 
Not ‘mid strife, and pain, and woe, 


Therefore Home is not below. 


In a better land afar, 
A Father's House, Home's mansions are, 
In the bowers of Paradise, 


Where peace abides, and never flies. 


Where no arrow wounds the dove, 
Where no parting is for love, 
Where are no rough seas of foam, 


Where joy dwelleth, there is Home! 


WHERE I8 HOME? 


Where no blight is in the rose, 
Where no storm the lily knows, 
Where never fades the blossom fair, 


Home, dear friend ! is there, is there ! 
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452 EDEN. 
LANGUISHING FOR HOME. 
I. 

The parted exile seeks his native shore, 

The dove her ark from the world’s restless scene ; 

The bird her distant hill, loved ever more, 

The lamb the pastures of the vallies green ; 

The tired labourer longs for eve serene ; | 

The bark all weary of the swelling tide, 

Rejoices when the quiet port is seen, 

The soldier joys his arms to lay aside, » 
And with glad conquest crown’d, in peace secure to 


bide. 


II. 
The soul doth seek for Heaven her place of rest, 


Where she no more the battle’s din may hear, 
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Where she at last may feel all fully blest, 

Where she may join all that she holds most dear ; 
Where of no loss, no parting is the fear ; 

Where there is true delight that nought can change, 
Because ’tis found in an unchanging sphere ; 
Where she no more is in a country strange, 


But ‘mid the heart's dear bliss an everlasting range. 
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HOPE. 


Her soul was ever on the wing, 
Seeking the worlds more blest, 
The blossoms of perpetual spring, 
The bowers of perfect rest : 
And this with an ethereal touch, 
As with an angel’s hand, 
Threw over all the rosy flush, 
Of bloom from Eden’s land. 
La CHIvusa. 


Can such heavenly charm as this depart ? 
No—it shall ever hang round the heart, 
Entwined there with a blessed spell, 

Like a wreath that of gardens far off doth tell ; 
It shall breathe sweet Eden’s own holy air, 
Fraught with the scents of her blossoms fair, 
Like a breeze that blows over a parched wild, 
Cool and refreshing, and blessed and mild, 


To revive the heart of the pilgrim’s child ; 
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It shall be like the clusters gather'’d to show, 
What the land must be where such treasures grow, 
To tell that its distant scenes are fair, 

And what glorious fruitage is hanging there ! 

’ It tells of what shall be—and Hope feels blest, 


Like a dove that folds her meek wings in rest. 
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SONGS IN HEAVEN. 


Ob! when we shall reach yon Heavenly mount, 
Beside life’s pure and eternal fount, 

How sweetly we then shall sing the Lord's songs, 
In the midst of the blessed angelic throngs! 


We shall be no more in a far strange land, 
Our feet in the midst of Zion shall stand, 
In the midst of Jerusalem’s golden towers, 


In the midst of Eden's blossoming bowers. 


We shall sing with holy bards of yore, 
With him who sung on the Red-sea shore, 
With Israel’s shepherd, harper, and king, 
With every tuneful prophet shall sing. 
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We shall sing the song of the Lamb that was slain, 
Of His fathomless love, His eternal reign, 

We shall sing among all the morning stars, 

Far, far escaped from earth's prison bars ! 
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DIRGE. 


I, 
Plant the lily upon her grave, 
And there let the fair white rose tree wave, 
And thither the fragrant violets bring, 
For they will come up and bloom in the spring ; 
And the pure lovely snowdrop so meek, so white, 
Yet defended against the harsh winter's might ; 
Plant the myrtle—its leaf will be 
The type of her immortality, 
And its blossom around will odours shed, 
Meet for the grave of the happy dead, 


And rejoice !—for her soul is freed, is fled ! 


IT. 
Freed from dark scenes and fled away 


To the shining light of the perfect day ; 
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Freed like the captive and prison’d dove, 
Fled to the bowers of rest and love ; 

Freed from trial, temptation, and snare, 

From sorrow and pain, from trouble and care; 
Freed from all that can harass and grieve, 
Fled where nought can of bliss bereave, 
Where all vexation and woe shall cease, 
Where all is unchanging joy and peace, 

Sing praise for the happy spirit’s release. 
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EMANCIPATION. 


Is it not strange the same creation should be 
Half heaven, and half poor mortality ? 

Now feeling the flesh so weak, so frail, 

Then breathing the heavenly mountain's gale ? 
Now with the cares of earth opprest, 

Then far off in the home of freedom and rest ? 
Is it not sad? that sadness is o'er, 

That strangeness can never, never be more ; 
Ev’n while on earth there was in her ears 
The sound of higher and purer spheres, 

Ev'n while on earth there was in her eye 


Glories not of the lower sky ; 
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She saw them beckon, she heard them call, 

Now she doth taste in their falness all ; 

Loosed are the bonds that held so fast, 

‘Tis all Heaven now, for earth is past ; 

Like a dove in her flight, like the morning's wings, 
She has upward soared to eternal things ! 


162 EDEN. 


THE DEPARTED SPIRIT’S LOVE. 


Oh! does she not float on the morning's gale? 
And glide on the rosy light of even.? 

In her glorified robe through the ether sail, 
And shine and sing with the stars of Heaven ? 


Oh! does she not come in the time of flowers, 
Once more to the scenes that she loved so well ! 
With the soft spring rains to visit the bowers, | 


Where once she thought it sweet to dwell ? 


Oh! is she not near us, unheard, unseen, 
In our summer walks, in our soothing shades, 
Where the blossoms are sweetest, the boughs most 


green, | 
By the bluest waters, the brightest glades ? 


THE DEPARTED SPIRITS LOVE. 463 


Oh! is she not by unseen, unheard, 
Hearing our conyersé, infusing calm, 
When we list té-the note of some gentle bird, 
When the wave flows in music, the air breathes 
balm ? 


For en this earth there doth linger traces, 
That heavenly ones to behold are fond, 

Lone lucid founts, green and holy places, 
And harps that to angel’s touch respond. 


And love ! holiest love! true, pure, and deep! 
"Tis in the soul, and cannot pass away ; 

The just wake to joy, to pain they sleep, 
Love's alloys are all fled, its pure gold doth stay. 
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Is she not to her best loved oft near ? 
Love strong as the grave must surmount its power ; 
Does she not watch over those most dear ? 


With light, silvery wings from her heavenly bower ? 


A 
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THE MORAVIAN BURYING-GROUND. 


*Twas nota scene for grief to nourish care, 
It breathed of f hope, and moved the soul to prayer. 
THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 


Fear not to enter, though death be there, 

His sleep in such scene is very fair ! 

"Tis all ’mid the dews of the morning hours, 

‘Tis all ‘mid the breath of a thousand flowers ! 

‘Mid gales that like angels wave their wings, 

Where the tree bath been set, where the fair shrub 
springs ; 

Behold the tomb of a good old age ! 

The veteran in wars that the Cross doth wage ! 

See there they have placed the stately oak, 

That the tempest shook but never broke; 


‘Hh 
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See the grave where manhood slept in its prime, 
Yon beech looks green as from Eden’s clime ; 
Look at the tomb of the glorious bard, 

The laurel his sacred ashes guard, 

Meet for the child of the deathless lyre, 

The fraught with high celestial fire ! 

See where a mother in Israel slept ! 

Where over her grave her children wept, 

' There in fall blossom the bright red rose, 
With the blush of summer and sunset glows, 
With all her buds in their lovely spring, 
Unfolding to meet the Zephyr’s wing. 

Look for the rest of the gentle maid, 
Where she is so meekly and calmly laid ; 
‘Tis there by the violet’s fragrant scent, 
By the lowly lilies with heads down bent. 
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Where is the babe’s small last abode, 

Where life was dropt ere felt its load ? 

There where the snow-drop first child of spring, 
White as the dove of whitest wing, 

Tells of the robe that in heaven shall be, 


For spotless and innocent purity ! 
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MORTAL WEAKNESS. 


A form like a flower, a soul like a star, 
A form upon earth, a spirit afar, 

A fragile form, a vigorous soul, 

That flesh could not limit, restrain, controul. 
Too weak are we oft for the feelings excess, 
The soul's joy doth all too rapturously bless, 
Ev’n like the blossom that loves the ray, 
Yet droops beneath its fervid sway ; 

Ev’n like the tree by its fruit bow'd down, 
Though the clusters be its glory and crown. 
And sorrow no less doth overpower, 

As the beating storm the slender flower ; 
When Oh! when, shall we be where 


The soul is endued with strength to bear, 
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All its joy in its thrilling might 

All its exquisite delight ? 

And where all sorrow and sighing shall flee, 
And of the things past away shall be ? 
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. PERFECT BLISS. 


Oh! the bright founts of Heaven ne darkuess can shade ! 
And the fair bloom of Eden can never fade, 
And the golden fruitage on life’s own tree, 


Is clastering to all eternity. 
La CHIUSA. 


When shall there be o’er Eden’s flowers, 
Nought but Eden’s own gales and dews ? 
No venom oft found amid earthly bowers, 


No baleful air its taint to diffuse ? 


When shall no turbid streams combine, 
With our gentle fountains, so pure, so clear, 
But Heaven alone in their wave shall shine, 


And objects as sainted as they are dear ? 
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I see them now in eternal bloom, 
Their blossoms unsullied as sweet and fair, 
I see those bright golden streams, no gloom, 
No black pollation can ever come there. 


O happy, happy those feet shall be, 
Those blissful bowers and streams among‘ 
The undimm’d glory of Light shall they see, 
They shall hear the unmixt joy of song! 


Yes—in God's presence is falness of joy, 
At His right hand pleasures for evermore, 
Gold, that earth’s dross can never alloy, 
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Skies, where never is heard the temspest's roar. 
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THERE IS A HEAVEN. 


I hear it in yon holy bell, 

That seems of better worlds to tell ; 
I hear it in the breeze of morn, 
When freshest dews the earth adorn ; 
I hear it in the gales of even, 


A voice that says ‘“ There is a Heaven !" 


I see it in the sweet spring bowers, 

I see it in the summer flowers, 

I see it in green meadows lone, 

Hear it in fountain’s silvery tone, 
Words, soothing words, to all are given, 


“ Poor mortal! yet there is a Heaven !" 
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EDEN. 


I see it in the shining stars, 

That roll through air their radiant cars, 
In the meek moonlight calm and still, 
Reigning in peace o’er dale and hill, 


Saying when we with woes have striven, 


._ © There is a home! there is a Heaven !” 


I feel it in each bosom grief, 

See it in Autumn's fading leaf, 

In every sickness, every pain, - 

In all that doth decay and wane ; 
Yes to the sufferer, the heart-riven, 


It sweetly says, “ There is a Heaven.” 
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REST. 


Her warfare is accomplished. Isaiah x1. 2. 
There remaineth therefore a rest for the people of God. Hebrews iv. 10. 


Rest—thy battle-day is o’er— 
Thou art crowned evermore— 
Rest—each labour now is done— 


Earth is. past, and Heaven is won. 


Rest—for here are no more fears, 
No more cares, and no more tears ; | 
Rest—for Heaven doth thee enclose, 


Happy soul enjoy repose ! 


Rest thy Father's house within ! 
Rest from smallest taint of sin ! 
Sin can here no longer pain, 


Not a trace doth here remain. 
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There is no temptation nigh, 
No sound to scare, no bait to try, 
Nought to harass or to grieve, 


Nought to dazzle or deceive. 


All thou seest here is pure ; 
All thou seest shall endure ; 
All is love, joy, pleasure, blest, 


Happy one! in peace to rest. 


THE HEAVENLY KINGDOM. 


THE HEAVENLY KINGDOM. 


In the meek Kingdoms blest of joy and iove. 
LYCIDAS. - 


How sweet, how sweet that place will prove 
Where God shall dwell, which nought can move, 
Where every weary head shall rest 


For ever on its Father’s breast ! 


Where sinners cleansed by Jesus’ blood, 

Are brought for ever near to God, 

Where all one flock, and all one fold, 

Heaven the good Shepherd's sheep shall hold. 


Where in God's heavenly kingdom meet, 
In bliss unchanging, perfect, sweet, 
The loving never to part more, - 


No tears to shed, no plaints to pour. 
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Oh! press we on to that bright time, 
Walk we by faith to that pure clime, 
Where earthly woes shall all be past, 
And heavenly joys shall ever last. 
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MEMORY AND HOPE. 


The gentle whisper of immortal life, 
Soft as the breath of Spring has solac’d me. 
KLOPsToOcg’s MessiaH, TRANSLATED 
INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 


We remember the days that are no more, 
As we should the scenes on a distant shore, 
When the dead were living—when hopes now fled, 


Like roses their earliest perfumes shed. 


We weep when we think of the days that are past, 
Feeling their memory shall ever last, 
That it binds us by strong and deathless chain, 


Whose powerful spell shall for ever remain. 


480 EDEN. 


But if indeed it may never depart, 
If it be deep graven in the heart, 
Fixt in the soul eternally, 

Then it speaks of immortality. 


And if we were wiser we should rejoice, 
Soothed by Hope's own celestial voice, 
She says “ Though now past, your joys once.more, 


Shall be yours on Heaven's unchanging shore.” 
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EARTH AND HEAVEN. 


And joy shall overtake us as a flood, 

And every thing that is sincerely good, 

And perfectly divine, 

With peace, and truth, and love shall ever shine. 
MILTON. 


Ask’st thou what.shall pass away ? 
Nought the wise would wish to stay ; 
All that’s foolish, vain, and light, 
All that had foundation slight, 

All that’s erring, all that’s wrong, 
To which earth's alloys belong, 

All vexation, pain, and woe, 

All embittering earth below. 
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Ask’st thou what shall still remain ? 
Winnow’'d from the chaff the grain ; 
The gold from dross by fire refin‘d ; 
The chain whose links shall ever bind ; 
All that’s solid, wise, and good, 

Of a temper'd, serious mood, 

All that’s faithful, sweet, and true, 


Bright as Heaven, pure as its dew. 


All that’s but of earth must pass, 
Tainted by corruption’s mass ; | 

All shall stay from Heaven that came, 
Ever changeless and the same ; 

All that Heaven disowns, must die, 
All it gave shall live on high. | 

All earth's storms could not destroy, 


Planted by Heaven, shall there yield joy. 


EARTH AND HEAVEN. 


All that’s holy, all that’s pure 
From its natare must endure ; 

For these still such fruits will bring, 
As will tell us whence they spring, 
But not to perfection brought, 

Not all that they might and ought, 
In such soil, such air as this, 


That shall be in Heavenly bliss. 


All that fill’d with prayer the heart, 

_ Oh! it never can depart ! 

It shall among Heaven's glories shine, 
It shall with Eden flowers entwine, 
Prayer's incense gave it rich perfume, 
And Faith a bright immortal bloom, 
And angel wings of Hope and Love, 
Wafted it to the realms above. 
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THE FLOCK OF CHRIST. 


O Thou! with the Shepherd's crook in thy hand, 
To gather thine own out of every land, 


All those who before thy throne shall stand ; 


Have mercy on all the hard in heart, 
And to them thy saving grace impart, 


For God and man in one Thou art ! 


And Thou dost look from thy throne above, 
And feelest for all a Brother's love, 


And regardest thy Church as thine own true dove. 


On the blinded Jew, the deluded Turk, 
On all in whom sin and darkness lurk, 


Have mercy! and cause thy grace to work. 
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And cause thy bright glorious beams to shine, 
O Sun of Righteousness divine ! 


Star of the Morn with Salvation’s sign ! 


And so fetch them home, blessed Lord, to thy fold,* 
That with the true Israelites of old, 


They may all thy face in glory behold. 


How happy ! how happy! that time shall be, 
When sorrow and sighing away shall flee, 


And all shall rejoice eternally ! 
When to Zion thy ransomed Thou back wilt bring,t 


Their songs of gladness and joy to sing, 


In that blest land of which Thou art king. 


* Third Collect for Good Friday. + Isaiah xxxv. 10, 


PARTING SONGS. 


TO AUGUST, 1830. 


Farewell, August! fare thee well! — 
But after years perchance shall tell, 
All that thou wert, dear month, to me, 


A crown of Heayen’s own jewelry ! 
J 


Thy morning dews like precious pearls, 
Shone on thy soft hair's golden curls, 
Like diamonds came thy evening beams, 


Like gems found under heavenly streams. 


To avaust, 1830. 489 


I will not match thy noontide rays 

With emeralds’ sheen or rubies’ blaze, 

. For they shall pass and fade away, 
Whilst thou shalt shine with lasting ray. 


Praise to the God of every time! 
From His eternity sublime, 
Sometimes does He in copious showers, 


Shed wealth of Heaven on mortal hours ! 


I have known many a time beside, 
On wings of Eden sun-beams glide, 
But of them all thou well may’st be, 
One record of bright gifts to me. 
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Record of gifts a God bestow’d, 
That with celestial splendour glow d, 
Rich with divine regality, 

Diadem from God's treasury ! 


TO THE SAME. 


TO THE SAME. 


The sky is cloudless, blue, and bright, 
The sun on earth sheds amber light, 
And is it then the last, last morning, 


Sweet August ! of thy fair adorning? 


Thy hours flew by to me like birds, 
Tuneful with song’s soft winged words, 
With plumes all dropt with gold, and showing, 


How birds in Eden's bowers are glowing ! 


Thy hours have rolled along like streams, 
Flowing away ‘neath summer beams, 
Reflecting in their gentle bosoms, 


All heavenly rays, all earthly blossoms. 
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PARTING SONGS. 


Like fair and everlasting flowers, 
To me have been thy lovely hours, 
Ev'n like to those that bloom for ever, 


Beside a blue and radiant river ! 


Then farewell! to thee—ever dear 
Shall sound thy name unto my ear, 
And grateful thoughts this earth forsaking, 


Shall soar to Heaven my praise awaking ! 


TO A ROOM, &c. 493 


TO A ROOM IN A HOUSE I WAS ABOUT 
TO LEAVE. 


I never looked a last adieu 
To things familiar, but my heart 
Shrank with a feeling, almost pain 
Ev’n from their lifelessness to part. 
ANON. 


Farewell my pleasant bower to thee! 
Ever remembered by me, 
Thou hast been to me a favoured place, 


I ever shall thy joys retrace. 


To me ev'n as the gate of Heaven, 
Such blessings have in thee been given, 
I sure could weep my bower to leave, 


But that I know it wrong to grieve. 
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And weak in faith—for God will go 
With me in every spot below, 
And do te me as He hath done, 


In every place beneath the sun. 


The God that blessed my native vale, 
And in this dwelling did not fail | 
Blessings to give in plenteous store, 


Ev’n He shall bless me evermore ! 


O my most faithful God! to Thee 
AJ] confidence is due from me, 
Unmingled with distrust or fear, 


My soul should feel thee ever near ! 


TO A ROOM, &c. 


Ever to love me, soothe, and bless, 
Keep me, and give me happiness, 
To take me to Thy blessed care, 
And give me all that’s good and fair. 
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TO SEPTEMBER, 1830. 


Farewell September ! farewell to thee ! 
And thy pleasant days of minstrelsy, 
Farewell to each calm and soothing hour, 


And farewell to this home, and this dear sweet bower. 


But surely God to me will give, 
In the coming months, the home where I shall live, 
Other hours, other lays, a bower quiet and calm, 


For Song's soft raptures, and Thought’s rich balm. 


September! thy mild and pensive eye 
Was like that of an angel from worlds on high, 
Or as a mother might look in love, 


On her yet dear child from realms above. 


TO SEPTEMBER, 1830. 497 


* There was in each equinoctial gale, 
Masic that sweetly could prevail, 
And the gentle morn, and the quiet eve, 


Brought garlands that Fancy and Truth enweave. 


I have loved thee, September, before to-day, 
There are thoughts that never can pass away, 
"Tis sweet to recall each bye-gone year, 


Farewell, O month ! for ever dear. 


K«K 
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TO OCTOBER, 1830. 


How beautifal ! how beautiful ! all that salutes mine eye, 

The morning beams on church and tower, on hill and 
woodland lie, 

The fields rich green all dewy bright, hills of soft misty 
blue, 

How beautiful! how beautiful all that now meets my 


view ! 


The autumn tinge on elm and oak, the autumn flowers 
yet fair, 

The laurels their perennial hue ‘mid changeful leaves 
still wear, 

How beautiful ! how beautifal ! fair, mild October morn 

1s all wherewith thy month this scene delighteth to 
adorn. | 


TO OCTOBER, 1830. 499 


How fair these scenes! and oh how dear! how meet 
for seasons bright 

This landscape !—objects that for me have a soft thrilling 
might, 

It is the heart and mind that fling still fairer hue and ray, 


On what from faithful memory shall never pass away. 


The love of place, the love of scene, I feel strong at 
my heart, 

Oh! there then must it ever be, and never can depart ! 

The thought of many former years, of cherished hours 
gone by, 

"Tis they bestow a charm on spots that cannot, cannot 


fly ! 
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The love of seasons, months, and times, to memory long 
endeared, 

Or what by fancy’s tints most fair, long, long hath sweet 
appear d, 

This too I feel, and feel for thee, October ! ever loved, 

For thought of many precious things from memory ne'er 


removed. 


O memory! what magic spell, what potent sway is 
thine ! 

Thou makest oft some spot of earth appear a sacred 
shrine ; 

With relics that the heart embalms, with thoughts a 
fragrant store, 

A garland whose fair bloom and green shall last for ever. 


more ! 
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And thou, October! soon shall be past from the earth 
away, 

Until another year bring back thy meek and mellow ray, 

Bot thou within my memory yet, and in my song shalt 
live, 


With recollections that to thee an added charm can givé, 


Then farewell to thy hours of song, thy charms, and all. 
thy joys, 

But they shall go among like thoughts, where nought 
the sweet destroys, 

There is a record in the heart, where such things 
treasured are, 

And where to dfter years they seem fair visions from 


afar, 
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THE BRUISED REED. 
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As gente shepherd swan [ ween 

That pepes within the pastures green, 
Nav wake sweet pxes from a slight reed, 
Tyonck poor ard weak itself indeed, 

So the grad Shepherd of the soul 

Whe bas the spirit in control, 

There wakes sweet notes as if to show 
The niches that He can bestow, 

Qn things despised, on things of nought, 
” sv all boasting may be brought - 
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To Him my soul all praises be, 

For any minstrelsy in Thee, 

To Him who loves to help the weak, 
The bruised reed who does not break. 
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Tee A LADY. 


Lacs <= ere chy geatic ear 
Sb:at bapiw st these lavs of mine, 
Oh mv the sored to thee be dear, 
Api coone with Saimy spell benign ! 


(rer tine asc thine His guardian wings 
May the great God for aye extend, 

His 232 iuest ave that safety brings, 
Azé He che everiasting Friend. 


O lucy" seek thom net on earth 
The jev that only Heaven can give, 
1 pray for all I love that birth, 
Which bids the soul for ever live. 
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O may God keep both thee and me, 

‘Mid this world’s dangers our sure shield, 
Our present Shepherd ever be, 

And feed us in His pasture field. 


Thine are meek, quiet, modest charms, 
A sweet soft seriousness of mien, 
_ Virtue’s own proper heavenly arms, 


In woman ever loveliest seen. 


Thou art like those I love to paint, 
When Truth, Song, Fancy, blend their fire, 
And give in hues nor weak nor faint, 


Some lovely vision to my lyre. 
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I picture thee, and such as thee, 
All that earth’s homes can soothe and bless, 
When through God's love we sometimes see, 


Even amid life’s wilderness, 


Eden's fair bowers once more restor'd, 
A second Eve by Christ renew'd, 
By Scripture taught what can afford, 


Paradise ’mid earth’s desert rude. 


Sweet lady ! thus of thee I deem, 
And thus thy heart I seem to read ; 
Sure it is more than Fancy’s dream, 


And surely thou art such indeed ! 


TO A LADY. 


Thou art of those unknown yet known, 
Unknown yet pray‘d for, truly loved, 
The spells of thought make all their own, 


The form they dress is ne’er removy'd. 


And minstrel spirits ever love, 
As round the world they cast their eyes, 


To fix on some, to place above 


This world, in Song's bright-starry skies. 


But lady, there’s I trust for thee 
A fairer home than told by Song, 
May we there blend, and love, and be, 


The bands of women blest among ! 
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TO THE COLUMN, AND THOSE WHO LISTENED 
TO MY SONGS. 


Farewell Column! fare thee well! 
Guarded by each holy spell, 
Now the Poetess doth rise, 


And from harp and column flies ! 


Now disperse ye gentle band, 
Who in Song's fair flowery land, 
Listened to each tuneful lay, 


Go! with blessings on your way ! 


Sweet friends! ye who each note heard, 
Oh! may every warbled word, 
That the Poetess might sing, 


Peace, and joy, and pleasure bring ! 


TO THE COLUMN, &c. 


Farewell each, and peace to all, 
Soft as morning dew-drops fall, 
Joy shine with bright sunny ray, 


Purest pleasures bless each day ! 
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TO THE COLUMN. 


Stand Column !—the all-bounteous hand 
That gave thee first, can make thee stand ! 
Stand, record of Almighty Love! 

Of faithfulness that is above ! 


O Thou, that to Thy care dost take ! 
That wilt not leave, wilt not forsake ! 
Thou knowest I cannot express, 


What cause I have Thy name to bless ! 


For every thought, for every lay, 
For lonely hours, for quiet day, 
For calm and peaceful bower, to thee, 


My grateful thanks should offer'd be ! 


TO THE COLUMN. . 511 


For feelings’ and for fancies’ store, 
For memory, lasting ever more, 
For friends ! for these O praise awake 7 


The Giver’s praises glorious make! 
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L’ENVOY. 


He that keepeth thee will not sleep. Psalm cxxi. 3. 


Behold ! thou now art entering the world 

O minstrel pilgrim ! take faith’s staff of strength— 

For what shall keep thee but that Love Divine, 

Which gave thy Harp, which gave the power c 
song ? 

Sure they shall soothe thee still whate’er betide ; 

And honour and dishonour, blame and praise, 

Pleasure and pain, grief, joy, and tears and smiles, 

Are His appointing ; He doth over-rule, 

And all things causeth still to work for good ; 

Therefore fear not, but to Him all things leave, 

And faith shall hold thy mind in perfect peace. 


Set not thy heart too much on aught below 


~ 


L ENVOY. 513 


But let Heav'n keep the mast’ry o’er thy thoughts, 
So shall not any sorrow overpower, 

Nor any joy intoxicate thy mind. 

All earthly sorrow is but for a time— 

All glory of this world must pass away— 

For Christian minstrels there are angel harps, 
And wreaths unfading, and sweet songs to sing, 


When earth, and earthly fame shall be no more. 


THE END. 


J. Chilcott, Printer, Bristol. 
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